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INTRODUCTION. 

H. H. C. Miller. 

The story developed in the following pages is so related in 
incident and spirit with the Royal Arcanum, that I have gladly 
accepted the invitation of my friend, the author, to write a 
brief introduction. The reader who is a member of the 
Order will at once understand that Mr. Martin must himself 
have stood at the same altar where he was initiated into the 
mysteries of the Royal Arcanum, and received instruction in 
its fundamental principles of Virtue, Mercy and Charity, for 
the story gives indubitable evidence not only of his member- 
ship in that Fraternity, but of a thorough acquaintance with 
its purpose and work. To the reader who is not a member of 
the Order, or acquainted with its objects, an outline of its his- 
tory and aims may be interesting. 

The Royal Arcanum is a secret fraternal order, and was 
incorporated under the laws of the State of Massachusetts, in 
June, 1877, by nme gentlemen well known in the city of Bos- 
ton. Its object was to unite in a brotherhood for fraternal 
and benevolent purposes, men who were mutually acceptable 
to each other. Provision was made for a fund, called the 
Widow's and Orphan's Benefit Fund, out of which there should 
be paid, upon the death of a member, the sum of Three 
Thousand Dollars ($3,ocx)) to his widow, orphans, relatives, or 
those dependent upon him, as he might have designated. So 
rapid was the growth of the Order, that when the first death 
came, it was able to pay promptly to the widow of the 
deceased member, the full benefit named, and, since that time, 
it has paid out to the beneficiaries of its members, about 
seventeen millions of dollars ($I7,(XX),(XX)), the present rate 
of payment being nearly three hundred thousand dollars ($300,- 
cxx)) per month. Its membership has increased to about one 
hundred and thirty thousand (130,000) and is growing annu- 
ally at the rate of about twenty thousand (20,000). 



But while the monetary benefits conferred are valuable and 
important, it is not limited in its efforts to these. Appreciat- 
ing the fact that every man has his sorrows^ that many have 
burdens which they ought not to bear alone ; that everywhere 
there is a spirit of selfishness which must be repressed, if 
the world is to become better, and that every man ought to feel 
that he is in some sense his brother's keeper, the Royal Arca- 
num seeks to comfort the sorrowing; to lift the burdens from 
the heavy-laden; to develop the spirit of generosity and 
unselfishness; to do for others; and to teach its members, that 
the highest aim in life is to be good and to do good. Such a 
fraternity, founded upon Divine principles, could not have had 
other than a glorious history, and it must continue to bless 
mankind. It has cheered the unhappy, encouraged the 
despondent, restrained the wayward, cemented friendships, 
united men of all sections and all religions in a common 
brotherhood; has made a home possible to thousands of 
widows and children, who would otherwise have been de- 
pendent, and to-day stands forth as another evidence of the 
fact that, though the millennium may not be at hand, the 
world is growing better, because men are becoming less selfish, 
and are being more and more influenced in their thought and 
conduct by the spirit of the Man of Nazareth, who went about 
doing good. 

January, 1892. 



I. 

THE SUDDEN DEATH AND BLACK CALLER. 

" Life is full of lessons to those who pass through it 
with open eyes, and a Royal Secret will be revealed to 
those who are worthy to receive it, and who, when once 
they have received it, will faithfully and forever conceal 
it."— MoRG. Bayne, •* V. M. C, 1105." 

Mysterious words! On a small scrap of delicately 
tinted and perfumed note paper were traced with pencil 
and in scrawling letters the above sentence. The more 
one read them the more they seemed enshrouded with 
mystery, and the greater the mystery the more anxious 
did the reader become to investigate, penetrate, and if 
possible, discover their secret meaning. 

Do you think they were written by a dying man? 
You think aright ! Morg. Bayne, whose signature was 
attached to the peculiar missive and even more peculiar 
monogram, had written it as a man would write his last 
will and testament. It is true it was written in scrawling 
letters and with nervous hand, and to a shallow mind 
gave no evidence of culture; but to the thoughtful man 
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who Stood reading it there were evidences of the high- 
born thoughts and happier days of the writer who signed 
himself as Morg. Bayne. 

The note paper had been picked up by Doctor Mar- 
loring from the floor of a poor miners cabin at Grotto 
Heights, whither he had been hastily summoned by one 
of his fellow miners to attend a poor laborer who had 
been fatally crushed and mangled by a cave-in of a large 
mine, the oldest and, as was generally supposed, the 
safest mine in that particular region. 

The work of caring for and easing the crushed miner 
required time and skill, both of which were at Doctor 
Marloring's command, and by him were generously used 
on this occasion. 

The little straggling town was alive with rumors to 
the effect that the accident was unnecessary, and full of 
mystery as to how it happened or by whom, and when 
the physician rested a moment he too said to some of the 
attendants: "There is a mystery enshrouding this acci- 
dent. It looks more like the dark work of an assassin's 
hand than — " 

He said no more, for just then the Company's 
agent entered,'and there was a painful silence at his 
approach. Meaning and menacing glances were 
thrown at him by the lookers-on as he stood by the 
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Doctor, and in a cold and heartless tone asked if 
Morg. could recover. When told by the Doctor that 
the chances were all against him, there were those 
present who afterward said a wicked smile stole 
across his lips, as if he half wished it might be so. 
His stay was brief and formal, and his going was far 
more desirable to the people than his coming. They 
breathed freer when he was gone. 

Dr. Marloring, though a young practitioner, had 
often been called from Tunbridge, an adjoining vil- 
lage, to Grotto Heights, in case of similar accidents, 
for he was fast becoming known as a first-class phy- 
sician, whose remedies would ward off disease, and as 
a successful surgeon with a heart large, and full of 
genuine sympathy for all the suffering poor. 

For some reason (hardly known to himself) he 
took an unusual interest in this particular case, and 
watched over and worked with the mangled miner, 
exercising every care and kindness to bring about his 
recovery, but it proved all in vain, for the poor fellow 
only lingered along, suffered severely, then passed 
through the awful throes of death and was gone. 

So great was his interest in this case that he had 
lOrgotten all about the little piece of note-paper, on 
which was the mysterious monogram, "V. M. C. 1105." 

2 
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Unconsciously, at the time, he had thrust the scrap 
into his outer vest pocket, where it remained for 
nearly six months, and where at last, with great sur- 
prise to himself, he incidentally found it again while 
fiunbling for a small case-key. 

As he drew forth the paper and held it between 
his finger tips and read and re-read, he said to him- 
self (and yet half aloud): "I do. wonder what this 
means, these scribbled letters and this mysterious 
monogram? And I wonder even more if they had 
any connection with the dying words of poor, but 
honest and manly Morg. Bayne ? " 

" I have always thought, " continued he, " that 
Morg. was not an ordinary man or miner, and I be- 
lieve now, as I never did before, that he, poor fellow, 
had seen better days ! He never spoke but once 
after the accident, and then he uttered all his words 
with gasping breath. How his dying words haunt me ! 
Did he possess a secret ? If so, what was it ? I have 
asked myself this question a hundred times since I 
saw him die ! Oh ! I can never forget how he 
clutched and clasped the hand of his little girl and 
said: * Baynie, darling, the future will brighten before 
you.' And then I recall, too, how his voice trembled, 
and took on the hoarseness of the death-struggle 
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when he said, as best he could, between the quick- 
drawn, dying breaths ; * I — have — hope — in — God — and 
the— Royal — Secret. My dear child, keep ever in 
mind one fact; your name is — Baynie — Lu— u— i — 
But here his weakening voice died away in a whisper, 
and the last name was also a lost name, for he who 
alone could reveal it was dead! " 

It was this incomplete dying sentence of Morg. 
Bayne, and the little piece of paper picked up from 
the cabin floor, that led the Doctor to say with great 
emphasis : "/ must know — / will know — by some hook 
or crook, care or cost* This problem must be solved ; 
this secret must be known'' So saying, he nervously 
rumpled the little piece of paper in his hand and 
thrust it again into his pocket. 

A week and a day later he paced the floor of his 
office in deep meditation, then stood as if transfixed, 
gazing into the open fire-place, into which he had 
thrown some papers that were still writhing and 
twisting there. So intensely absorbed had he become 
in his meditations, that he had not even noticed the 
black storm-clouds gathering in the western sky, till 
a loud, hurried rap on his office door roused him from 
his reverie. As he started toward the door, and before 
he reached it, a large, swarthy, broad-shouldered man, 
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with coal-black hair and disagreeably black beard, 
startled him by thrusting in his head and saying 
authoritatively, yet in a subdued tone : 
"Come Doctor !— Quick! Go with me!" 
The Doctor stepped toward him, carried on a nerv- 
ous, whispered conversation a moment or more, the 
weird and wicked looking caller all the time keeping 

his lips close to the ear of the doctor, except as occa- 
sionally and nervously he glanced around, as if 
dreading some one might hear him. When he ceased, 
a look of surprise shot across the young physician's 
countenance. Hastily he stepped back from the caller 

as one would recoil from the kiss of a red-tongued 
viper, alternately and rapidly he paled, or his cheeks 

flushed, as if hot with indignation, and setting his 

teeth and lips with determination, the Doctor said: 

" Let us go then, at once. You lead the way, 
ril follow; but mind you, Windsor, there must be no 
repetition of former deeds done in the dark. Do you 
hear?" 

The startled look of mingled agony and defiance 
which swept over the face of the black caller told but 
too plainly that he both heard and fully understood. 



II. 

A LONG RIDE AND A MOUNTAIN STORM. 

Hundreds of miles from the scene of the first 
chapter, is a city called Eldone Falls. Let us look 
upon it as we first saw it many years ago. It was a 
cold, cheerless night late in the Autumn of the year 

1 8 . The grass of the city lawns and the flowers 

of the gardens had already been nipped by the early 
frosts. The trees were nearly stripped of their 
foliage, with only here and there a few leaves, which 
gave them a ragged and uncared-for appearance. 
The cold winds were whistling dolefully through the 
tree-boughs; the blue-black clouds hung heavily over 
the city, and everything outside was cold, and a 
striking contrast to the warm firelight and comfortable 
homes, whose inner furnishings, seen through the 
large plate-glass windows, so common on Melville 
Avenue, looked richer and more inviting than ever 
before. That night, the avenue was almost deserted, 
and to the poor and homeless the loneliness of the 
whole scene without was magnified by the sight of 
the comforts within. 

13 
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A homeless lad, about ten years of age, with 
scanty clothing and a look of longing and sadness 
that impressed the few who chanced to see him, half-sat 
half-lay under the flickering gas-light of the almost de- 
serted comer, and shook with cold and cried with hunger. 
Poor lad, who was he ? Perhaps it was the peculiar 
circumstances, the lateness of the hour and the lonely 
condition of the Avenue, that led Mr. Stratton, a pros- 
perous merchant of the city, going home, to notice 
the lad now half standing so lone and still. He turned 
around after passing and took a second look at the boy, 
shivering under the gaslight, dressed, and looking as 
we have described. As he did so, the boy turned 
also, and the eyes of each met the other. It was 
then that Mr. Stratton saw the manly face and sad 
expressive eyes. They touched the generous heart of 
the merchant, and he spoke to the child, half apolo- 
getically : 

"What are you doing here, my boy, this time of 
night ? You look cold !" 

Like an electric, life-giving shock, the sympathetic, 
kindly question thrilled the boy's heart, for these were 
the first kind words that had been addressed to him 
since his mother died. They affected him so deeply 
that he burst into tears. For a moment he could not 
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answer, but finally between his sobs he managed to 
say : 

"I am here, sir, because I have nowhere else to 
go ! I am homeless and with but one little friend in 
all the world, and that is my little baby sister, Baynie. 
Where she is to-night I do not know. Oh, sir, I wish 
I did know !" 

Again he looked down and turned his head away, 
while he brushed away the tears with his worn and 
ragged sleeve. Mr. Stratton's kind heart was captured 
by the pathetic scene before him. He was led to be- 
lieve that the manly face before him was not that of 
a common street urchin. He believed that some 
latent power was hidden there, waiting to be . aroused 
and developed into something useful and beautiful. 

Prompt and decisive in everything else, he was not 
long in reaching a conclusion in this matter, and with- 
out waiting fully to reason or consider the possibility of 
his being "taken in" by a designing stranger, he 
stepped up to the weeping lad and said : 

"Come, come, my boy; you may have more than 
one friend in the world, if you will. I will be your 
friend !" 

Taking the boy by the hand he asked : "What is 
your name ?'* 
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"My name, sir," said the boy, "is Donald Bayne. 

The prompt and polite answer gave Mr. Stratton 
still more confidence in the honesty of the lad, and as 
he had sometimes risked in business matters without 
knowing just why, so he risked in the resolve to take 
this perfect stranger into his own home, for he had 
already inwardly decided to give him supper and 
lodging at least for one night. 

With his homeless stranger-lad he started toward 
his own commodious dwelling and warm inviting 
fireside. This reached, he was surprised to find a 
very serious objection to his plans, and this objection 
was from an unexpected source, it being no other 
than Mrs. Stratton herself, who was a very kind little 
woman, but nervous, and sometimes rash in her con- 
clusions. While the lad was lunching in the kitchen, 
Mr. Stratton told her all, and when she heard of the 
street incident and conversation, she very positively 
said : 

"I will give him supper, but for him to remain 
in my house over night I will not allow; no! Mr 
Stratton, he can't stay! I know these little street 
urchins and their assumed sorrows and nicely-arranged 
stories, told to touch good people's hearts! No, Mr 
Stratton; you mean well enough, but that boy can't 



THE ROYAL SECRET. 1 7 

Stay in my house. No ! no!— likely as not before 
morning he would kill us all and steal what little he 
could carry off ! Don't you remember how Neighbor 
Stevens was deceived by that little street gamin that 
he took into his home ? No, he can't stay ! " These 
last words were uttered with unusual emphasis, accom- 
panied with a stamp of hefr dainty little foot upon the 

floor. 

Mr. Stratton, however, had counter arguments 
ready, and, in spite of her prejudice and fears, she 
was at last prevailed upon to put the little fellow in 
the upper back attic, a small room which "had no 
direct connection with the rest of the house, and 
where he would be out of the way. When the lad 
was taken to the room, Mrs. Stratton said to the 
servant in an undertone : 

" Lock his door on the outside and bring me the 
key." 

Her orders were strictly complied with, and the 
street urchin, as she repeatedly called him, was 
locked in for the night. And now that they were 
alone she turned her attention to her liege lord, as 
she had often done before, and gave him a piece of 
her mind, by saying : 

" I wish you had never joined that Royal — Royal — 
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) whatever you call it — where you stayed so late to-night, 
and which staying led you to find and bring home 
that little tramp of a boy! I expect, like as not, he 
ran away from home, and you ought to have handed 
him over to the police, instead of taking pity on him. 
You seem unbalanced in your desire to perfectly and 
practically portray the principles of your order, which 
you say are included in the monogram, V. M. C. — 
(Vicious Men's Club, I suppose it means," she said, sav- 
agely.) " What's that you say ? — Virtue, Mercy, 
Charity ? If that's it, Mr. Stratton, then you and all your 
order have more poor mercy than good judgment'' 

And having thus once more (for it was quite 
common) freed her mind, she retired to her room, 
muttering : " Who knows how many accomplices 
that boy may have to help him rob us ? " Oh, dear ! 
Oh, dear ! I know I shall not sleep a wink the whole 
night ! " And so saying, she gave the door a slam and 
was gone. 

Hardly had she touched her couch before she was 
fast asleep and perfectly oblivious to all the events of 
the evening. Not so with Mr. Stratton. He remained 
in the luxurious and spacious sitting-room to read, as 
was his custom, the news of the day. As he read he 
found one thing that amused him and seemed very 
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appropriate to the ideas advanced by his kind-hearted 
but often-times rash and nervous spouse. It was this 
at which he smiled as he read it : 

"At a certain mission school, a teacher on the 
previous Sunday had asked her class of street Arabs 
the question, ' If your father and mother forsake you 
who will take you up ?* A little fellow, who was not 
as well versed in Scripture as he thought, and with 
dirty face, held up his grimy hand and said : * I 
knows.' * Who ? * said -the teacher. His prompt reply 
was 'The police!*" 

" Poor little fellows," said Mr. Stratton to himself 
as again a half amused and half sympathetic smile 
flitted across his face; "the world treats them badly. 
I'll help them when I can, for is there not a special 
promise to each worthy member of our order — 
* Blessed are the merciful^ for they shall obtain mercy.' ". 

He read and pondered a long time, and so quiet 
was the house that at last he fell asleep in his chair, 
which was slightly tipped back, so that his feet might 
rest on the upper rods of the heater. One long- 
drawn breath, and unexpectedly he and his chair had 
capsized backwards, which in turn jarred the table, 
overturned the lamp and upset the dictionary holder, 
which in falling struck the empty coal-scuttle and 
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sent it rattlety-bang over the floor, bringing the scat- 
tering scuttle in close contact with the faller's face, 
and scratching it so that the blood oozed from it and 
rickled down upon the floor. 

It was an awful commotion and noise, and just 
enough to arouse and alarm Mrs. Stratton from the 
deep sleep into which she had so quickly fallen. 
Hearing the noise, which to her in her semi-sleepy 
condition sounded like "the crash of mountains and 
the crush of worlds," and not seeing her husband 
near, caused her to imagine the most terrible things. 
Quickly she recalled the presence of the strange boy, 
the events of the evening, the warning she had so 
lovingly (?) given her husband, and all her fears 
came back with redoubled force and fury. 

With one bound and one scream she was out of 
her bed and room, crying : 

"Burglars! Fire! Murder! Help!" 

With these exclamations she came leaping into the 
sitting-room just in time to see Mr. Stratton rising 
from the floor. With one quick, nervous glance, she 
saw the disordered condition of the room; the pros- 
trate form of her beloved just rising; the blood on 
his face, and again she screamed out as she rushed 
frantically toward him : 
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" Help ! help ! they've killed him — they've killed 
him ! " 

As he rose, he motioned his hand toward her, 

saying : 

" Margaret ! Margaret ! what's the matter? Keep 
still! keep still !" And then he burst out in loud and 
long laughter, and she stood dumb and dismayed, 
wondering what it all meant. Had some burglar 
struck him, and had he in consequence lost his mind ? 

As soon as he could recover himself and subdue 
his laughter, he told her just what had happened, and 
she, more nervous and nettled than ever, slipped back 
to her room, scolding as she went. 

Fortunately for the rest of the household they 
heard neither the commotion or calls, or if they 
heard, at least gave no heed, and with blissful ignor- 
ance to them, the night wore itself away. 



III. 

A VILLAIN IN A PALACE. 

All Eldone Falls was excited over a recent real 
estate sale, by which a rich bachelor stranger had 

secured possession of some bluff-lands at the eastern 
edge of the town, which, it was reported, he intended 
to improve and beautify without regard to cost. The 
general rumors seemed wild as to the transformation 
that was to take place on Crown Hill, as it had 
already been named. 

Wild as seemed the rumors, they were yet well- 
founded, for in a few days a score of men and teams 
were at work cutting under-brush, leveling hills, grad- 
ing drives, hauling lumber, and doing a hundred other 
things that indicated a vast outlay of money. 

No one had yet seen the wealthy owner, and no 
one knew him, except the man who was superintend- 
ing the whole work, and he, strange fellow, was as 
silent as the wooden gods of olden times. He seldom 
spoke, save when he gave orders to his workmen, and 

never entered into conversation with any one. 

22 
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Crown Hill addition was the talk of the town for 
days, weeks, and months, and the wise gossips framed 
many a plausible story, which it took only a short 
time to discover was entirely without foundation. 
Still, the improvements were going on more and 
more, and each seemed more costly than the other, 
all of which was a constant surprise to the old-time 
residents of Eldone Falls. One day it was announced 
that the owner himself would arrive at a certain time, 
and immediately begin the construction of an immense 
mansion, which he had already contracted to have 
built on the very summit of the hill. 

The announcement created a new flutter of excite- 
ment, and the whole town was alive with expectation. 
The costly improvements had inspired the local land 
dealers, and a rush was made for this new and now 
thriving city; and the interest became so intense that 
many outside and heavier dealers began to interest 
themselves in Eldone Falls. Indeed, it became the 
center of attraction, and long before the Crown Hill 
improvements were completed, hundreds, and even 
thousands, of strangers had moved into the former town 
which had now, and as if by magic, actually grown 
into a fair-sized city. 

The noise of hammer and saw was heard on every 
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hand, and the drivers' voices rang out loud and clear 
as they hurried on in the boom of business with their 
builders. It was a great time for Eldone Falls, and 
now as the months rolled by and the Crown Hill 
improvements were nearing completion, the marvelous 
beauty of the transformed bluffs began to appear, and 
all who saw the magnificent and costly changes were 
unanimous in the verdict that the owner must be very 
rich. What he still intended to do no one seemed to 
know, and none were more deeply interested than the 
mothers with marriageable, but unmarried, daughters. 

"What if he is old?" they would say; "he is rich! 
What if he is homely? he is unmarried!" 

And so in time he came, and his coming was the 
cause of great commotion, and before long he (or his 
wealth) became so attractive that the beauties of the 
bluff were no longer the theme of mothers and daugh- 
ters, but the rich Baron himself. Everyone now gave 
him the title of "Baron." Just why no one seemed to 
know, but strangely enough, all were willing to accord 
him all the honors the title bore with it. 

The work is all done, the improvements complete. 
The Baron's grand reception day has at last arrived, 
and Eldone Falls had never witnessed such a day 
before. Providence seemed to favor the plan, for a fairer 
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kissed the flowers, than arched and shown that day 
It is open house to all invited guests from six to ten 
p. M., therefore, we as guests may with freedom enter 
the Baron's domain and see the people and place on 
this first reception. 

It is some distance to the palace door yet. Let us 
walk rather than ride, that we may see the beauties 
that are everywhere abounding. Look at it! No pic- 
ture could exceed its charms. No painter make a 
more beautiful landscape than that which rises to our 
right. A high wall of rough, green rock surrounds the 
premises, and there is but one entrance. Let us 
examine it. It is a heavy-arched gate and gateway 
made of carefully-carved antique oak with highly 
polished brass handles, hinges, staples and nails, and 
with massive locks and bars burnished until they are 
both brilliant and beautiful, and their very massiveness 
and make seem to say by their voiceless strength, 
" No one can enter here when once we are closed." 

Having passed through the entrance, which reminds 
one of the arches of ancient triumph, let us follow 
round the winding driveway, rather than the smaller 
foot-paths, two of which lead up directly to the door of 
the Baron's palatial home. 
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Already the grounds are brilliantly lighted with a 
hundred gas-jets, beside the light of the full moon 
which looks down upon the scene of beauty, and 
seems to smile its approval. The driveway is a con- 
centric circle, narrowing gradually until it reaches a 
wide, macadamized square immediately at the side 
porch of the palace. 

The outer edges on either side of this driveway 
are lined with beautiful palms that rise up in striking 
symmetry, and at their tops flush out their fan-like 
growths from which drop tasselled and golden 
threads more beautiful and romantic than the corn- 
silk gathered on your boyhood farm. 

In the center of the same drive is a single row of 
beautifully-drooping, willow-like pepper-trees, whose 
sharp-pointed green leaves and thick clusters of scar- 
let buds show out in charming contrast. The grass 
plats on either side are as firm and emerald-hued 
as though they had been always there. So inviting 
are they that one can hardly keep from capering and 
dancing on them, even as lambs skip and play on the 
hillsides. Look up to the summit, and you will see 
and hear sights and sounds that are perfectly 
enchanting. Wherever the eye can travel, it will see 
many-colored flower-beauties that charm the sight and 
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breath alike with their beauty and fragrance. And 
he who listens can hear music, whose melodies float 
up and out on the evening air, and slowly die away 
down amid the beautiful ravines in the rear of the 
palace; ravines, that were left just as they were found, 
with their rough natural scenery that thus, by striking 
contrast to all the artificial beauties of the place, the 
romance of the grounds might be increased. 

Up one side of the sloping hill there are seen 
terraces or successive steps of rare flowers, built and 
banked up; flowers whose beauties are heightened by 
their contrast of colors. The first mass the eye meets 
in its upward sweep is a long, narrow, circling ter- 
race of pure white mountain marguerites. Above 
these there is seen a lengthening mass of double red 
roses, the terrace being the same in size and circle as 
the first, and still above each of these a long, narrow 
bed of large, cream-colored calli-lilies, faultless in 
orm, massive in size, and peculiarly rich in beauty 
and still higher and above all these is a tangled mass 
of rarest violets, all of which and entire are com- 
pletely encircled by a carefully-trimmed and beauti- 
fully-preserved arbor-vitae hedge. 

"As one looked up and saw this hill of loveliness, 
covered with red, white, cream and violet-hued 
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flower-beauties, all bathed in the brilliant light of the 
moon, and flaming gas-jets, how could they do other- 
wise than cry out involuntarily : 

'* O garden of grandeur ! fit dwelling place "of 
fairies, angels and gods ! Bower of beauty ! thy 
charms thrill me till no more I dream of the far- 
away plains of Paradise ! Edenic charms are here — 
are here !'' 

With such ecstatic feelings one moves upward, an 
every step but brings them in full view of something- 
newer, stranger, and still more beautiful, until with 
the abundance of music, the flush of fragrance, and 
the fullness of light, one is tempted to believe that all 
this Elysian scene is only the dream of a restless night. 

Assuring ourselves, however, that we are not dream- 
ing, we move on and up the sloping driveway, reach- 
ing at last the great cut-stone steps, thirty in number, 
by which we ascend to the broad verandas that en- 
circle the entire structure, and which were designed 
as e^planadas or pleasure-walks. Marble lions are 
reclining here at the doorway, and so perfectly was 
the chisel handled by the sculptor, that such a mar- 
velous copy of nature was evoked from the cold i^iar- 
ble, as to make the eyes of the lions seem to turn 
and follow us as we enter the spacious hallway. 
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What magnificence is within! To attempt a brief 
and partial description of the inner furnishings would 
be extreme folly, for the most elaborate and choice 
seAtences would be less than the real beauty of the 
rooms, and yet the dimmest word-picture would be 
thought by those who never saw it to be the climax 
of exaggeration. Let us then omit a detailed descrip- 
tion, and content ourselves by saying it was superb, 
for in this case exaggeration is unnecessary — the truth 
is good enough. Walk slowly through its spacious 
hallways; enter its arched and folding doorways; pass 
from room to room, each one of which is now separ- 
ated from the other by rich drapery of costly Cam- 
brian curtains, looped up and doubled back by cords 
of woven gold. The ceiling and upper walls of the 
main reception rooms are inlaid with delicate threads 
of ivory and gold, and centered with a massive chan- 
delier, hung with clinking crystals, whose prismatic 
beauties flash out and fling their trembling beams of 
light on all the joyous scene. In the several niches 
are, half hidden away, statues so life-like that, as you 
look steadily at them, you can almost see them breatbe« 
and their very lips seem ready to speak. 

The invited guests are already there, and among them 
are some of those brilliant characters which but once or 
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twice flash across our career. They flit about from 
room to room, or seated in groups, they discuss the 
elegant surroundings and the wealthy bachelor host 
who has here expended riches to which there seems 
to be no end. He is moving among the invited 
guests, austere yet genial; cold, yet not repellant; 
friendly, yet not familiar. They all enjoy his home 
and hospitality, and yet, in their rounds of pleasure 
they cannot but stop and secretly study him. He is 
as much of a stranger now as when months, and event 
years ago, the people of Eldone Falls first heard of 
him, for though a pleasant and unusually intelligent 
conversationalist, he never refers to his own or his 
neighbor's private affairs. As to these things he was 
silent as his master-workman who was silent as the 
blocks of stone. 

He was wrapped in a cloud of mystery that no man 
had the courage to penetrate, or even attempt to push 
the veil aside. No critical or close interrogation was 
ever applied, even by the most inquisitive. Yet he was 
a royal entertainer, and made, by the help of his kind 
attendants, his reception the greatest social event ever 
known in Eldone Falls. 

The company that night was a gay one, and each 
seemed to vie with the other in making themselves 
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agreeable and securing the friendship of the Baron. The 
richly-apparelled were there with ornaments of gold and 
diamonds. The gay, the sedate, the handsome, the hon- 
orable, the old and middle-aged were there, and side by 
side might be often seen the snowy crest and raven locks. 

The Baron welcomed them all, and mingled freely 
in their company, but seemed most at home when 
whispering to his strange and silent superintendent — 
Winfred Inglebarnes. Several times he was noticed 
to lean over and nervously speak in an undertone to 
him, and once, late in the evening, I thought he paled 
as he looked nervously toward the only one of all the 
company whom I had secretly credited with having a 
malicious purpose in being present. I had seen and 
secretly studied- him before the Baron's eye fell upon 
him. To me he seemed a double spirit — externally a 
polished gentleman— but shining through all the polish 
the villainy of a wicked heart. Was I wrong in my 
estimate of the man? Time will tell! Let us see! 

Two things I then and there resolved upon — to 
learn who that stranger was, and know more of Win- 
fred Inglebarnes, who, though not speaking to anyone, 
yet from his retired corner watched everyone with his 
keen and coal-black eye. Was he dumb, or sworn to 
eternal secrecy? Which? 
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The Stranger! Why should I notice him? Had I 
ever seen him before? Heavy beard and hair that 
were once evidently raven, but now sprinkled with 
gray — who is he? All the evening he had secretly 
watched the Baron, as a crouching leopard would 
watch its prey. Great Heavens! A weird and wicked 
look which just then flashed from his eye, in an un- 
guarded moment, called the choked expression to my 
lips. Can it be hef It is he! I am sure! 

I had become so absorbed and excited that, with a 
savage emphasis, and almost audibly, I had uttered 
the last words. It was the man I had seen once be- 
fore on a dark, stormy night, years ago. So certain 
was I that I would have staked my soul upon the 
certainty of my conviction as to who he was. Being 
alone, I • resolved to watch him, when the company 
dispersed, and at a safe distance I tracked the in- 
truder to his hiding place — a hovel. 



IV. 

A LONG JOURNEY AND AN AWFUL NIGHT. 

Years have passed away, and each year has wonder- 
fully altered the little mining town of Tunbridge, which 
we last visited at the time of Morg. Bayne's accident 
^nd untimely death, which occurred near the Grotto 
Heights mining camp. Then Tunbridge was a thriving 
little mining village, whose business and life depended 
solely upon the mines, but gradually the mines had been 
•dug up and eaten out, and as they began to fail the wise, 
progressive and industrious villagers began to move away. 

One of the first to see the coming decline in business 
and property was young Dr. Marloring, whose sur- 
.gery and sagacity had secured him a snug sum of money 
during his residence and practice in and around that 
mining district. In the meantime he had married and 
moved away to a larger place, somewhere in the far-away 
West. After a few years he was almost forgotten, and 
■the name of the place to which he moved no one seemed 
to know, save that it was named after some adjacent 
**Falls." I learned this from inquiries I made, for I had 
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returned to Tunbridge on a special errand, and that was 
to find, if possible, the only and flaxen-haired daughter 
of poor Morg. Bayne, whose tragic death occurred at 
Grotto Heights many years before. 

All my inquiries seemed in vain, for no one of the few 
straggling villagers seemed either to know or care what 
had become of her. All they could tell was that, moth- 
erless, fatherless and alone, the little child had wandered 
out — out into the wide, cold and cruel world — to find her 
only friend, her brother Don, who, some months before 
his father's death, had been severely beaten by a hired^ 
heartless and inhuman housekeeper, and driven away 
from home one cold autumnal day, with the fierce final 
words ringing in his ears. "Never let me see your face 
again!" She never did, for soon after his banishment 
the strange and unlooked-for death of his father occurred^ 
and ere long the cruel housekeeper, sickened with 
mountain fever, died and left " Baynie " friendless and 
alone, but better off without than with such a guardian 
as she. 

It was immediately following this that Baynie had 
wandered away, no one knew where— none seemed to. 
care. The thriftless villagers told me that one day soon 
after Morg. Bayne's death and just before Baynie had 
forever left the hovel, two gentlemanly-looking strangers 
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called at the cabin and asked a great many questions 
concerning Morg. Bayne and his death. The black- 
bearded agent of the mining company and the cruel house- 
keeper answered all the questions. 

The gentlemen were from a distance and had with 
them several papers and documents of great value, and 
these they committed to the hands of the company's black- 
bearded agent, for he represented himself as having 
been chosen by Morg. Bayne as the sole guardian of his 
children. The processes of law were not then a neces- 
sity, as now, and the request of one dying was sufficient 
if a single witness h'Sard the request. 

There was no such request from Morg. Bayne. Sooner 
than leave' his children in the hands of this man, whom 
he detested and had always shunned as he would a scor- 
pion's nest, he would bury them at his own side ; yet ihe 
agent swore that he was so chosen, and the cruel and 
ignorant housekeeper was bribed to certify to the false- 
hood as a fact; and so thorough was the deception that 
the gentlemanly strangers committed all to his hands 
and left, never to return or inquire, for their part had 
been well and conscientiously performed. Their duty 
was done. They knew it not, but they had been duped 
by an arch-deceiver. What were the papers they left? 
Were they of great value? Evidently they were, as the 
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bearers had come a long distance, and were, no doubt, 
officers of some organization, for on their coat-lapels they 
each wore a mysterious emblem, on which was traced a 
crown, and under which crown was the monogram "V. 
M. C. 1 105." 

When I heard of the monogram, the hot blood 
flashed to my cheeks; I was excited! Where had I 
seen that monogram before? Yes! I remembered 
now! It was the same mysterious monogram and char- 
acters that Morg. Bayne, before dying, had traced upon 
the tinted note-paper, picked up by Dr. Marloring from 
the floor of the miner's cabin. The spirit of inquiry 
took hold of my very being, and I resolved at all care or 
cost to search to the very depths of this thing, for I 
believed that dark work had been done by the black- 
bearded agent of the company, and I felt as though I 
were specially commissioned to discover, reveal and 
turn the light on his life. But where could I begin my 
investigation? I could not ask of the only one who knew, 
for the housekeeper was dead. Did anyone else know 
anything about these things? 

By the merest chance, long afterward, I overheard 
someone say that one of the two strangers who came 
that time, was at one time the minister on the Tunbridge 
and Grotto Heights circuit. He had been the friend of 
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Don before the cruel woman had driven him from home, 
and naturally enough he enquired of the old woman and 
agent for the boy to whom he had been so attracted. 
Their only and false answer was that he had gone to 
visit with an uncle in a city of the South, and that he 
would return soon. The minister, meeting new faces 
constantly, soon lost sight and forgot both the face and 
name of Donald Bayne. 

When the villagers spoke of badges and monograms, 
1 said. Was that minister a member of a secret society? 
Could such a thing be? Yes ! it was so, for on his coat- 
lapel was the crown and monogram even as on the 
other! Now I knew what to do! I would search for the 
present location of that minister, and learn the import 
and value of all the papers delivered to the agent. 
"Right could wrong no man," I involuntarily said, "and 
if these children of Morg. Bayne have been defrauded 
by this wicked agent and foolish old woman, I know 
the minister will spend all his energies in bringing him to 
justice." Suddenly it flashed through my mind ihat some 
years had passed and the minister might not be within 
reach, or even not living. The very thought robbed me 
of what little hope I had gathered. Shall I at once and 
forever abandon the search, or shall I enquire farther? 
An inner silent voice seemed to respond : 



^ 
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"Seek farther. If all facts are not learned in the first 
court, seek a second, and continue your search till the 
royal secret is found. Others will help you! Move on! 
NIove on!" 
r With this strange assurance impelling me forward, I 
started toward the only place on which any light seemed 
to fall, and that was Palvaraiso, a beautiful city of some 
5,000 inhabitants, whither, I had some little reason to 
believe, the minister I sought had gone, when he left 
Tunbridge, some years before. Palvaraiso was some 
two hundred miles to the northwest, and all the distance 
must be covered on horseback; and one must travel with 
great care, for it was a long, perilous ride through a 
mountainous district, with only here and there an 
occasional rude cabin stuck up against the precipitous 
rocks, or perhaps a small number of miners' cabins 
huddled together in the gullies aud deep ravines. These 
cabins were said to be the haunts of the roughest men 
and miners along the wild, weird, and desolate San 
Waukeen Valley; yet, desolate and forbidding as it was, 
I started, resolved, if possible, to find the lost children 
of one who had worthily received and honestly retained 
some royal secret that alone seemed to console him in 
the throes of death. 
No Virginia day was ever more promising and bright 
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than the day I started out on that long and lonely ride, 
and it was well, perhaps, that nature favored me, for Ihe 
dangers of the way were such that I might have turned 
back had it been anything but pleasant, or had my mis- 
sion been less .important. 

At an early hour I bid good-bye to Tunbridge, never 
expecting to see it again, but the sequel will show that 
Tunbridge must be seen once more in order to secure a 
missing link in the chain of evidence that would restore 
two lost but loving hearts. 

The first few miles of the journey were famihar. I had 
trodden them before, but beyond that all was new, wild, 
weird, and to me at least, awful in its desolation. The 
deeper I penetrated the dark gorges and cafions, and the 
nearer came the night, the more terrifying and lonely 
the whole outlook became to my view. I had taken no 
provisions with me, except a pocket lunch, for I had 
been told that on ^he main road I would find an 
occasional cabin where I would be safe, and hospitably 
entertained. 

But it was now growing dark and darker still, and 
every step my noble animal took was down — down — 
into a deepej- and darker ravine, and not a single cabin 
had I yet seen. I confess that a sort of dread was 
stealing into my heart, for the precipitous rocks on both 
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sides were unusually high and dark, towering up and 
above, so thai they hung almost directly over me, and to 
my terrified view looked like black frowning sentinels^ 
or angry guards of the mountain pass-way, ready to drop 
down upon and destroy me. 

Two things specially combined to unnerve me— the 
ravine, going down — down — down— and the great rocks 
rising higher and higher, till they almost touched tops. 
The warm day with which I had started was also fatal 
to my trip, for already my horse was jaded and worn, 
and the sun-rays had kissed the seas, clutched the clouds^ 
massed and up-banked them in the western sky, and 
there were indications of a fierce mountain storm. 
Every now and then the rumbling storm-car was heard^ 
and its loud shocks rolled and reverberated along the 
ravines like bursting cannon on a field of battle. 

It was an awful hour! All around me I saw the mount- 
ains torn and traversed by defiles and ridges of rock, 
and everywhere was the rolling heap of the thunder- 
cloud divided by rents and multiplied by wreaths, 
gathering itself into midnight darkness. 

Had I missed the road ? The very thought chilled mry 
heart, and the suspicion grew upon me that I had lost 
my way! The rain-drops were beginning to fall and 
patter on the dead leaves at my feet, and soon it 
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fell in sheets of blinding rain-storm. The desolation of 
the place grew upon me, I rode on in the ever increas- 
ing darkness, faster than before, when lo! a new alarm 
siezed me, for in my anxiety and haste I had over-pressed 
my already jaded horse, which, startled by a sharp, loud 
roll of thunder, struck a stone and fell headlong, throw- 
ing me clear over his neck on the rocks. Noble beast! 
how he struggled, struggled hard but could not rise! I 
became desperate and both assisted and insisted that he 
should rise, but all was useless! A hasty and meager 
investigation proved that his right fore-leg was broken! 
I may safely say it was the most awful hour of my life, 
and in my despair I cried aloud, "What shall 1 do!'* 
My voice echoed back by the broken rocks, as if in 
mockery, and the only answer I received was aloud and 
piercing thunder shock, whose shattering peals shook 
the very mountains! 

It was an awful night, in an awful place! I knew not 
what to do or where to look, and so dense was the dark- 
ness that no object could be seen, except as the light- 
nings flashed their fire-lines on all the gloom, and this 
but added to my terror, for in my fright they seemed 
like the drawn swords of angry gods, sheathless to 
destroy. Must I stay here and die amid this desolation 
and my burial spot be unknown ? 



V. 



A SAD ENDING OF A BEAUTIFUL LIFE. 

In thought let us hurry back to Eldone Falls, and see 
there a familiar figure. A tall man, with lull beard 
slightly sprinkled with silvered threads; a face always 
meditative and serious, and yet that seemed always 
wreathed in a quiet but expressive smile. Such an one 
was Winslow Deane, who was one among the many 
strangers that came to the new and what was afterward 
to be the prosperous city of Eldone Falls. He modestly 
made himself known as an architect, master mechanic 
and carpenter. His very appearance shaped his words 
with truthfulness, and his quiet yet genial manners soon 
won for him a place in the minds of the thoughtful, with 
whom he always associated, and with whom a longer 
acquaintance made him the greater favorite; and this 
popularity was greatly increased by the manly qualities 
of his only son, Edgar, and his noble and womanly daugh- 
ter, Delia. 
Winslow Deane was not rich, but the little money he 

had, he invested judiciously in lots immediately adjoin- 

42 
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ing the afterward famous Crown Hill Bluffs, and this 
purchase, which he made just previous to the purchase 
of the Baron, was a great financial uplift. His industry, 
economy and thrift, together with the fortunate purchase 
he had made, afterward put him in possession of wealth 
and gave him general favor. 

When a man was needed to superintend the construc- 
tion of the Crown Hill mansion, he was chosen, and 
everybody, even the silent Inglebames, said, "He is just 
the man, for he is honest, true, and trusty. Upon his 
word I'd stake my life." But Winslow* Deane, like 
everyone else, had one — a Mrs. Gabble-tongue — who, 
without cause, questioned his motives, and attributed to 
him deeds, the shadow of which had never passed 
through his pure mind, but this middle-aged, gossipy 
woman was an avowed enemy of the family, and sought 
in secret if she could, in public if she must, to dim the 
luster of these fair lives. She was ever whispering sus- 
picions into the ears of the neighbors concerning him 
and his children. Of all this he knew but little, and 
cared less, for he knew of no reason why anyone should 
be aught but his friend. 

It was a mystery to him why she seemed bitter against 
him, until one day his son overheard her whispering to 
another like herself. The conversation was animated 
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and positive, and the circumstances were such that Ed- 
gar Deane could not help but listen to the gabble of 
these gossips, in which he heard them say: 

"Yes! He's a spy! a traitor! A bad man pertendin* 
to be somebody. How do I know? Didn't I seed his 
spy-badge one day?" 

"His spy-badge?" said the listener, nervously clutching 
the arm of her informant. 

"Yes!" said Mrs. Gabble-tongue; and she tossed her 
head back with the pomposity of a queen. 

All this was extremely amusing to Edgar, until he 
heard his own father's name mentioned, then he became 
at once serious and interested, and listened more intently 
as he heard the other inquire: 

"How did you know it was a spy-badge? What was on 
the badge?" 

She hesitated a second, as if fearing to reveal some 
great secret, and then said: 

"I dunno as 1 orter tell; its sumthin' my own strong 
brain studied out." Here she tapped her forehead, like a 
philosopher feeling for facts, then sinking back in her 
chair. "O my! O my!" she said, "to think as how anyone 
can claim to be sich as he, and yet be so bad and deceiv- 
in* like. But I might er knowed," she continued, "fer 
many's the time I've heerd my good father say that 
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"some people alius stole the livery of heven to sarve the 
Devil in." 

She stopped long enough to catch her breath, and was 
just about ready to start in again when her listener said: 

"What was on this awful spy- badge? and where did 
you see it?" 

"Where but under the lapel of his coat! O! such 
decepshuns make me think of my old father! He used 
ter say, 'You can't alius know anybody.' Oh, yes! my 
old father, 'Zekial Abinheimer, wuz a good jedge of 
human nature, and I know ef he seed that 'ere spy-badge 
the'd pernounce Winslow Deane a more deceivener man 
than any bein* he'd ever knowed!" 

"But what was on the badge?" again said her listener 
"Please tell me!'* 

"Well," she said, as she moved her chair closer, looked 
around cautiously, and lowered her voice, "If ye'U never 
tell I told you, or never 'spose me, I'll tell ye;" and in a 
tragic stage-whisper she said: "It was V. M. C. 1105." 
and here she looked around cautiously and again whim 
pered, even lower than before: "It means 'Vile Murder- 
ers' Club," and the figgers means that they kill their peo 
pie at five minits past eleven," see and with a gleam of 
triumph in her eye she touched her forehead again and 
said: "1 studied that out myself. Yes! he's one of 'cm 
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is Winslow Deane. O, dear! I shall never feel safe 
agin, now that I have 'sposed them, arid 'splained their 
royal secret." 

"Winslow Deane a spy and a member of a murderers* 
club? Impossible!" exclaimed her amazed listener. 

"Don't I live in the same buildin', where they hold 
their meetin's and slay their victims? and hain't I heerd 
the shrieks of the killed and the laughter of the Vile 
Murderers* Club?" and with this final sentence she sank 
even farther back in her chair like one whose doom was 
sealed. 

Just at this juncture there was a third party stepped in, 
who proved to be a good-natured but fussy old woman^ 
whose power of speech was as limitless as the endless 
chain of a town pump. She began to tell of an exciting 
occurrence, but stopped because Mrs. Gabble-tongue 
was there, between whom and herself a mutual detesta- 
tion existed, for which no one knew unless it was because 
each one was an inveterate talker. Soon, however, Mrs. 
G. left, and this gave the new-comer an opportunity. She 
was never known to lose one, and so she immediately 
began. 

"Have you heard about Winslow Deane's accident? 
No ? Well, it seems that the big structure on Crown 
Hill is turning out bad for him, for this morning he fell 
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from the scaffolding, and is so badly hurt that the physi- 
cian says he may not recover." 

"Who is the physician?" inquired the hostess. 

"It is one of the new doctors, and I think they called 
him— let me see — what was it? O, yes! now I remem- 
ber— Marloring, his name was Marloring. He has never 
had a patient since coming till this one, and they were 
all sorry that they had to get him, but he was the only 
one near at the time. No, he will not live in the hands 
of that new doctor! He ought to have our old family 
physician, and not trust his life in a stranger's hands." 
Here the head of the household entered and the conver- 
sation ceased. 

Edgar Deane, like his father, was an officer in an order 
called the Royal Arcanum, and was also an active and 
prominent member of Rev. Wilson's church-flock, and so 
intelligent, kindly and sympathetic was he in all his 
ways, that he won men to the membership of both, for 
he believed that the interests of the latter did not suffer I • 
by the progress of the former ; they seemed rather to be! ; 
mutually helpful. Among the number thus led into the 
society was the brilliant young pastor himself, to whom 
Edgar had become endeared during the long siege of 
sickness through which his father passed. It proved to 
be a mutual attraction, for the clergyman recognized in 
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Edgar the possibilities of greatness, anu .le had often 
said to Winslow Deane, during his convalescence, "Some 
day you will have great reason to be proud of your son." 
But alas! how the hopes of all human hearts are shat- 
tered! Winslow Deane, who looked forward with such 
eagerness, and thought at times that he could almost see 
his motherless boy occupying places of prominence and 
trust, was doomed to disappointment — a disappointment 
that to him was almost despair. 

He had but fully recovered from his protracted illness, 
and was thoroughly entering active work again, when 
hard on the heels of these other calamities came one that 
proved to be the most terrific and trying of all his life, 
worse than a siege of sickness, yes, worse to him than a 
yawning grave. 

A summer picnic had been arranged, for which Edgar 
was chosen general manager, and it was the judgment 
of all that no better selection could have been made. 
The place decided upon was a beautiful little lake, in 
which fish abounded and boats could be secured for all 
who might desire such sport. O, it would be such a 
delightful trip! and every one was sure they would have 
a delightful time, for there seemed to be not a sin- 
gle thing to mar their happiness, or a shadow to shade a 
stngle joy. So it was all the day, till the last hour, when 
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the sun-king, sinking behind the western hills, flung 
back his beams of beauty. It was a time of joy to be 
followed by grief, and quick as the shower follows the 
sun on a changing April day, so quick was sighing to fol- 
low their song. Fortunately for them they knew it not. 
Providence kindly veiled their eyes to coming calamities, 
and their songs went on unhindered. The glowing sun- 
set threw a mantle of beauty on all nature, and the very 
tree-tops seemed to blaze out with a new charm, while 
the waters of the little lake were just enough disturbed 
to make the rolling surf murmur the sweet song of the 
seas. It was such a scene as would inspire the poetic 
soul to trace his choicest thoFughts. A reflective mind 
could not help but be fascinated. One of the company, 
a brilliant youth who wore a V. M. C. badge, had slipped 
away quietly among the rocks and rough burr-oak that 
there abounded, and wrote his passing thoughts in rhym- 
ing verse. Here it is as he wrote it: 



ELDONE S GOLDEN SUNSET. 

Afar o'er the western hill-tops, 
O'er woodland and water and meer. 

Flash the bright tinted beams of the sun-king 
Flinging gladness afar and anear. 
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Tis the time of thd lowing of cattle — 
Yea; the time of the bird's evening trill; 

When is heard the mad roar of the waters 
That have ceased now to grind at the mill. 

Every tree-top seems flaming with splendor; 

Each branch appears dipped in pure gold, 
And the hillocks, alike with the valleys, 

Are garbed as in silvery mold. 

■ 

Not e'en the great arch-way of heaven — 

Rainbow, with its myriad hues- 
Seems half so sublime as yon sunset 
With its gold, crimson, garnet, and blues. 

'Tis by far a sight more resplendent 

Than gold art that painter e'er seen, 
For arear the great banks of white cloudlets 
Sinks — God-like — the sun as in dream. 

4 

Methinks as I see it fast falling. 

All brilliant and golden to eye. 
Thou art Heaven's bright harbinger, calling 

To light greater, that never shall die! 
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Roll on! Thou bright orb of the heavens! 

Speed round, with thy courses so bright! 
Till a sun ever rising, ne'er setting. 

Shall in-welcome millennial light! 

The incipient poet was roused from his reverie by 
Edgar, who had sounded the call for the few boats that 
were still loitering like his own on the lake. All heard, 
responded, and immediately began to prepare for the 
return to shore. They were moving shoreward, side by 
side and six abreast, and the waiting crowd on the beach 
noticed that the oars that had fallen so carelessly and 
paddled so lazily at first now rose and fell with rapidity. 

"A race! a race!" some one on the beach cried out. 

The merry laugh of the rowers rang out over the crys- 
tal waters, but the laugh was soon to turn to tears, and 
the innocent shout was doomed to be a sigh of grief, for 
the many and quick-moving oars had worked the waves 
into billows and the billows, foam-capped and snow- 
white, burst against and broke over and into the little 
boats till the rolling, tumbling surf, submerged and 
blinded the rowers, and all six seemed to collide at once. 
Suddenly there was a crash; a scream; and one of the 
ladies was seen to reel and fall over into the water. 
Edgar had been noticing the motions of the rowers, and 
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fearing a mishap, had been quickly rowing toward them 
to be near in case of alarm, but it came quicker and 

more dreadful thanhe expected. 

It was a moment of awful suspense to all on the shore, 
for they noticed that the boats had been moving with 
such speed that already they had unavoidably shot past 
the place where she sank. Quick as thought Edgar, 

who, wholly careless as to his own jeopardy, had 
veered his boat and pulled to the very spot where he 
had seen her sink. Off went his coat, and down he dived, 
and every heart beat wildly in that moment of dread sus- 
pense, but soon re-appeared holding the dripping, limp, 
and almost lifeless form above the surface. Thank 
Heaven! He had rescued her; she was yet alive. 

Alas! how foolish humans are. In the wild excitement 
of the moment the other boats had turned to assist and 
rescue, but their turning was fatal, for in their haste 
three of them met just when and where Edgar came up 
bearing his unconscious burden. The boats again col- 
lided, creaked, groaned, crowded upon Edgar and 
forced him and his burden back and down again into 
and under the waters. Screams of distress rose from 
the lips of those in the boats and on the shore, as they 
witnessed the result of the rowers' mistake; when too 
late they saw that, though they had crowded in to help, 
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alas! they had only hindered. Nobly did Edgar struggle 
to free himself from the tangled boats that were lurch- 
ing above him, and as nobly did he hold on to the now 
lifeless form of his friend; held on until, exhausted, he 
too sank back with his burden, and side by side their 
bodies sank and settled never to rise in life again. It 
was a double tragedy that closed that bright and beauti- 
ful day. 

All the relatives of each were wild with grief, and 
Edgar's father and sister could find no relief, save in the 
consolation offered by Rev. Wilson, who called immedi- 
ately and often, both as their pastor and as a member of / , 
the V. M. C. Edgar was specially endeared to all the / 
people, and this last noble sacrifice of self to save an- 
other but made him more than ever a hero beloved. 

The funeral was one of the largest ever held in Eldone 
Falls, and prominent, as guards of honor in the long 
procession, were the members of the Royal Arcanum 
wearing each a white, blue and purple sash, and all, led 
by their chaplain who bore in his hand a chaplet or 
wreath of evergreen which he reverently and with tears 
dropped at last upon the casket that had been slowly 
lowered by loving hands into the cold and silent grave 



VI. 

THE ROYAL SECRET MADE KNOWN. 

As we have already noted, Eldone Falls was infused 
with a new life when Crown Hill began to improve. A 
new addition was one of the results, and it in turn was 
subdivided and sold into town lots. A wonderful and 
permanent boom had reached the place, and the town 
was alive with strangers who were constantly coming 
and going, many of them to remain when they came and 
become permanent residents. 

Among the new-comers was the new doctor, as Mrs. 
Gabble-tongue had called him, who had been summoned 
immediately at the accident on Crown Hill. He had come 
a perfect stranger, and for a time it looked as though he 
would never have a patient. He became almost hope- 
less, as he waited day after day, spending what little he 
had heretofore earned; but the disaster to Winslow 
Deane was to be the stone upon which Dr. Marloring 
was to step up to a large practice, to places of promi- 
nence, and ultimately into great wealth. This was his 

first call, and though a critical case he was equal to the 

54 
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emergency. His genial quiet ways pleased many; his 
sympathetic nature pleased more, and his skill and 
promptness drew to him those who were in need. His 
successful treatment of this case gave him a renown 
that a hundred ordinary cases could not have given 
him. 

He rapidly grew into favor with all, save the men of 
like cloth but less ability, and they, as in all cases of 
such jealousy, only disliked him because they, like others, 
recognized, but unlike others would not acknowledge 
his ability. Weeks and months rolled by before 
Winslow Deane was able to do much, but while and 
w hen he did recover, he and his physician were the 
talk of the city, for all acknowledged that it was a 
wonder that he lived at all, and all sympathized with 
h im the more because when he himself had but 
recovered, his noble son Edgar was so soon and unex- 
pectedly taken away. 

Dr. Marloring, while attending this patient, had noticed 
the constant attendance and kind care of several par- 
ticular persons. Nothing seemed too hard for them to 
do, and every possible favor was conferred by them on 
the sick man. When they themselves could not come 
they would send their clerks or children to enquire. 
All this the Doctor noticed, and said to himself, " This 
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is more than a neighborly sympathy ; it is the exte^ided 
aid of some fraternal bond. Is he and are they each 
members of some secret organization?^' 

Weeks passed by, and the first day the injured man 
sat up, the Doctor saw something that startled him and 
aroused all the inquisitiveness of his nature. What he 
saw about Winslow Deane he saw also about his friends 
and also about his special friend, Mr. Stratton. What- 
ever it was seemed to stir his whole being; yet, agitated, 
interested as he was, he restrained his feelings, and did 
not permit himself to ask a single question then. 

When he reached his office he said, half aloud: "It is 
the same, I am sure, I am sure of it! I will examine and 
see." And so saying he reached up and from one of the 
upper shelves of his library took a smoky package of 
papers, on which the dust of years had settled. This he 
blew off and nervously untied the package, and sought 
some special paper out of all the bulk. "Have I lost it?" 
he said as he looked over many in vain. "Did I throw it 
in the fire ?" Just then his eye sparkled as when one 
finds a treasure, and he said: "Here it is! Here it is!" 
He held it aloft and looking at it said : "Yes, it is the 
very same, and now I am resolved to find out what it 
means." 

What paper was it, you ask? It was the identical 
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piece of tinted note-paper that, years before, he had 
picked from the cabin floor of the poor and mangled 
miner at Grotto Heights, far, far away. He had been 
startled by seeing on the coat-lapel of Winslow Deane 
(and his friendly helper in time of need, Mr. Stratton) the 
mysterious monogram "V.*M. C. 1105,*' and instantly 
memory recalled the little piece of paper over which he 
was once so puzzled, but which he had long since put 
away and forgotten. He resolved anew to investigate 
and learn what this monogram might mean. All his 
interest in Morg. Bayne and the little rumpled, scribbled 
paper was instantly revived. "For," he said, *'now I can 
find the secret, the royal secret, of which poor Morg. 
Bayne spoke when dying. I will look into this!" and sa 
saying he left his office to call on another new patient 
whom in his newly aroused interest he had almost for- 
gotten. 

On his way to the home of the patient he could not 
keep out of his thoughts the mysterious monogram, the 
little piece of paper, and the men whom he now believed 
were members of some sort of secret organization. 

There had always been a born antipathy in the Doctor's 
make-up to any and every secret society, and many a 
time he had spoken loudly and positively against them^ 
and it was only his curiosity, awakened now by the 
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Strange observations of his practice, that led him to give 
t this one even a second thought. 

Unconsciously he had become greatly attached to the 
manly qualities of his patient, Winslow Deane; to the 
generous spirit of Mr. Stratton, and above all he had 
not lost the secret though unexpressed admiration he 
had for the dying miner at Grotto Heights. The mind 
thinks rapidly when once thoroughly aroused, so these 
and kindred thoughts had with lightning-like rapidity 
shot through the Doctor's mind, on his way to the home 
he had just now reached. 

Dismissing the thought, he entered, and while prescrib- 
ing for his patient the door-bell rang and Rev. Wilson 
was ushered in, saying to the sick one as he entered: 

"I was calling, and did not learn until to-day that you 
were sick." 

The patient was "cool enough," as the pastor after- 
ward expressed it, and so he did not stay long; indeed, 
his visit was very short and unsatisfactory. He politely 
excused himself, and left, and hardly had the door been 

closed behind him, when the patient said: 

"I had all confidence in Mr. Wilson, until I heard that 
he joined a secret society, and no matter who it is, I im- 
mediately suspicion he is wrong when he joins a secret 
society." 
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This was something of the Doctor's own ideas, and in 
a measure suited him, but he knew Rev. Wilson, as he 
thought, so well, and had such confidence in his sincerity 
and good judgment, that he believed whatever he was 
identified with must be about right; and so, between his 
conflicting thoughts of distrust for secret societies in gen- 
eral and his confidence in Rev. Wilson in particular, he 
managed to say: 

"Mr. Wilson surely would not give his influence to 
any society, whether secret or public, that was not true 
to the best interests of his fellow-men." 

"May-be not," said the sick woman, "but the one he has 
joined is a mysterious one, and no one knows much about 
it." 

"What one is it?" enquired the Doctor. 

"I think they call it the Royal — Royal— something; I 
forget now just what," she replied. 

The Doctor's face alternately flushed and paled, as he 
heard the name of the society. However, he said nothing, 
but soon concluded his call, and excused himself to go 
again to his office and think, and think, and think. 

As he sat alone, he said to himself: "One thing is cer- 
tain—whatever the society at large may be, it has some 
noble individuals in it. I like Stratton — I admire Deane 
— and as to Wilson (if he belongs, as this woman 



6o THE ROYAL SECRET. 

says), I think no young man in the city is his superior." 
No one knew better than this thoughtful physician 
that there was a nobility in the character of the young^ 
minister that attracted all reflective minds. His position 
of honor and his wealthy flock had no damaging effect 
upon his noble, Nazarene-like spirit. He was the friend 
of rich and poor alike, and the great audiences that con- 
stantly assembled to hear the sublime, yet simple, truths 
■■ that fell from his lips, attested the fact that where he 
was "the rich and poor met together and the Lord was 
the maker of them all." 

It was not an uncommon thing to see him bearing a 
bouquet or basket to the lowly homes of the sick and the 
distressed, climbing rickety stairways to the residences 
of the poor and down-trodden, and with them kneeling^ 
to invoke divine help for some drink-wrecked or some 
other and more passionate being whose feet had run long- 
and swift in the pathway of death. He was everybody's 
friend and nearly everybody was his friend. All homes 
were open to him, and nearly every hand was ready to 
clasp his. There was one exception, and that was the 
gossipy old maiden. Miss Obenheimer, a niece of Mrs.. 
Gabble-tongue, and even she had but one thing against 
him, and that was, "She was agin all secret societies and 
everybody that jined them. And ef he were the good 
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man he pertends to be why does he wear the badge of 
secrecy?" she was once heard to say. "And then, too, 
didn't Auntie Gabble-tongue tell me that she lived in the 
same buildin,' and hear the screams and screeches of 
their victims, which they kill at five minutes past eleven 
at night. O yes, it's all plain enough now, and Auntie is 
keen to have ciphered out their secrets. It is as she said, 
V. M. C. — Vile Murderer's Club, and Mr. Wilson should 
be compelled either to stop a-goin* with them, or stop 
a-preachin' of the gospel. O my! what are we comin' to, 
when the priests at the altar are partakers with other 
men's sins? Yes, I am agin' all secret, oath-bound soci- 
eties." 

The Doctor had heard her make this statement, and 
saw her as she threw herself back into the chair as if she 
had lost all hope of every one, except herself; but he 
knew too that Mr. Wilson had heard of her talk, yet he 
kept right on in his work of faith and labor of love, and 
each day but increased his popularity and saw him more 
and more busy in the Master's cause, yet none the less 
in love with the order to which he belonged. Indeed, 
he was so much interested in its welfare that he had 
even announced that on a certain Sunday morning he 
would address the Order to which he belonged. 

It was shocking to Miss Obenheimerl It was horrible 
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to Mrs. Gabble-tongue, but to all others it was a blessing, 
unmeasured and immeasurable. The. morning came, 
and with it came the great crowds, swelled no doubt by 
the extra announcement and the attractive theme, "Links 
in Life's Golden Chain." 

It was a delightful service, ably conducted by the 
pastor, whose thoughts seemed to breathe and whose 
words seemed to burn. Even Miss Obenheimer and 
Mrs. Gabble-tongue could not keep away; their curi- 
osity compelled them to go, and at once the delightful 
surprises of the service so completely captivated their 
thought that they even forgot to grumble. They were 
overheard whispering to each other as they passed out 
and Miss O. said: 

"Auntie, I guess we've said too much. If what 
he said is true, this society, though secret, is more of a 
help than harm." 

"And think of it, your brother is one of them," said 
Mrs. G. 
* "Yes, and your husband, too," said Miss O. 

"O my! O my! what is to become of the world, if 
good men like them become so interested in such 
things?" 

The purposes, numerical strength and high grade of 
membershio was a revelation to all Eldone Falls, as 
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well as to the above-named talkers. It had quietly, but 
rapidly, grown in the prosperous little city, until it seemed 
that it could grow no more; but this service showed it 
in glowing but true colors, and the whole city was agog 
over the recent address by the popular divine, who had 
recently been elected chaplain of the council. 

That he was an ardent member of the order might be 
readily surmised from the following stirring sentences 
and golden thoughts fearlessly uttered at this first pub- 
lic meeting of the society in Eldone Falls. He first 
quoted: 

If any provide not for his own, and specially for 
those of his own house, he hath denied the faith, 

and is worse than an infidel. — I. Tim. v: 8, Bible. 

• 

Then he said: We are all living in a world of constant 
surprise, sorrow, sickness, and sudden death, and from us 
they will not go down or away. They are a part of our very 
existence, and as such they must, if possible, be met, 
modified and mastered. How best to do this is the 
problem ^of the age in which we live. How best to 
relieve men of the anxiety of the one and the dread of 
of the other is the cjuestion that has puzzled the minds 
and hearts of earth's noblest men and women. There 
is great suffering, and many deaths, and our feeble 
efforts to relieve humanity may seem as futile as to try 
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and melt a mountain of ice with a single blazing taper. 
It is a great task I It is god-like I 

This world is full of fraternal orders and organizations. 
On every hand, in all forms, and in every place they 
abound. But who is there that should object to their 
existence, when each one is seeking to fill a certain 
sphere, and is destined to live or die, according as they 
are useful or useless? No society that is not practical 
can be permanent. No organization that has not the 
good of its fellow-men at heart can long continue to 
exist. 

We should remember that, numerous as these fraternal 
organizations are, they are but a few of the many that 
have been born but to be buried, and but a few of thQ 
thousands that will yet spring up, unbidden and 
unneeded, and which, like Jonah's Gourd, rise into 
being only to be blasted by the sun's piercing rays, and 
perish unmourned and unadmired, having lived but a 
single day. 

As a rule, the mass of intelligent thought is on the 
right side of nearly every question, and such is the sen- 
timent of the world that every good, true, pure, practical 
society will live in spite of opposition, while a bad, faith- 
less and impure one will perish in its own corruption. A 
good and useful order will thrive and grow, without 
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favoritism from any, while, on the other hand, no 
booming or boosting can make that society liv.e-which is 
unfit to live, or which is useless and unneeded. Hence, 
we may say with certainty of all societies, as another 
has said of individuals — 

"Whate'er thou art, thy value will appear. 
If thou art bad, no praise will buoy thee up; 
If thou art good, no censure weigh thee down." 

Why should objectors rage, rave and storm about, 
when, if but given time, these things will be sure to right 
themselves, and take the position and place to which 
their works assign them? Let men be as wise as Gama- 
liel, who said, concerning the right of existence of a cer- 
tain society, "If this be of men, it will come to naught, 
but if it be of God, ye can not overthrow it." 

Of many of these orders it is not improper to say, the 
good they have done and the years they have lived 
stamp them with the signature of divine approval, and of 
human recognition. Most of them are organized because 
individuals have felt their helplessness when alone, 
but realized their strength and capabilities when banded 
with others, and, so thoroughly has this union idea per- 
vaded the minds of the people, that unions of all 
KINDS ABOUND EVERYWHERE. It is eminently an age 
of unions, for men and women alike are waking up to the 
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fact that, "In union there is strength." They are 
rapidly learning that everything becomes a rope of sand> 
unless there is unity. 

There can be no business, no government, no 
home without unity: — 

"Home's not merely four square square walls, 
Though with pictures hung and gilded. 
Home is where affection calls; 
Where are shrines the heart hath builded. 

"Home I go watch the faithful dove, 
Sailing 'neath the heavens above us; 
Home is where there's one to love. 
Home is where there's one to love us." 

Where love is, unity must be; where love is not, unity 
can not live. 

It is true considerate men everywhere agree that the 
world is moving on and up to something higher, nobler^ 
better ; and, while at times this advance maybe painfully 
slow and tortuous — now advancing, now deflecting, now 
receding — yet now and then there are marked leaps of 
rapid progress that astonish mankind. Yes! we believe 
the world is growing better, and that this improvement 
is the result of all the religious, social and educational 
forces and agencies that have been and are at work 
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among us. Perhaps we may not be able to determine 
the exact speed vfiih. which the world is rising. That may 
not be an easy question to answer, though some others 
are; for instance, I may go down to the river bank, there 
drive a stake, and by that stake determine just how fast 
the floods rise or fall in a given time, or by means of dial- 
plate and shadow, determine how fast and how far the 
sun has traveled. Indeed, it seems easy to measure the 
floods, or time the sun, but it is not so easy to determine 
exactly the speed with which the world of mankind is 
moving up toward that higher, diviner life, which, amid 
all the disappointments and failures of the past, continue 
to lure and lead it on. Yet, with Oliver Goldsmith, we 
may confidently determine:— 

"Onward, methinks, tho' diligently slow, 
Her firm connected bulwarks seem to grow; 
Stretches her loilg arms midst the water's roar; 
Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore!" 

And the great and growing societies, clans, fraternities 
and brotherhoods are doing no small part of the noble 
work. However, we are not here now to speak of soci- 
eties in general, but of one society in particular, viz. — 
that one known as the Royal Arcanum, an organization 
which is at once the youj^i^est ajid for its years the most 
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successful of all. Compared with others, it is as yet but 
an INFANT, having been organized but a* few years 
ago by men who, though some of them already mem- 
bers of other fraternities, felt there was need of, and 
room for, this new-found and new-named society. They 
aimed to simplify ^ utilize and unionize all the most desir- 
able qualities found in the societies with which they 
were already familiar, and which they so greatly loved. 

Do you ask me of their origin? Then I may say that 
when they sought a certificate of incorporation from the 
Massachusetts commonwealth they gave five reasons 
why they desired incorporation. They sought — First, 
fraternal union; second, to aid its members and depend- 
ents; third, social, moral and intellectual education; 
fourth, to assist the widows and orphans of deceased 
members; fifth, to establish a fund for its sick and dis- 
tressed, and the families of such as were in need. 

With these five noble, heaven-born ideas, filling mind 
and heart, they started this society, which has grown in 
so short a time to be one of the largest beneficial soci- 
eties in the country. Look for a moment at its marvelous 

GROWTH. 

Founded so recently, and with but nine members, yet 
in the first year of its existence it admitted 1,389; after- 
ward in a single year /\\. received 10,749 new members. 
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In the short period of its existence it has received 119,- 
641, among which number there have been 4,000 death 

« 

notices of members, every one of whose heirs still live 
to prove that what the Royal Arcanum had promised, it 
was able also to perform. 

Think of it! Then one council, now 1,400; then nine 
members, now 119,641 — ten thousand times as many as it 
had a decade ago! One can catch a faint idea of its 
rapid growth when they learn that one year there was a 
net increase in membership of more than 11,000. Its 
record for more than a decade is one upon which it may 
look with pardonable pride. No wonder their growth 
has been phenomenal, for the principles by which it 
sought to live were so divine and desirable that the most 
conscientious might pledge himself to them. 

What are these principles? Do you ask? Then I 
answer in their own beautiful monogram, V. M. C. — 
Virtue, Mercy, Charity. Look at them a moment. The 
first is 

VIRTUE. 

All lexicographers agree that the primary meaning of 
this word is the moral worth or value of the individual 
to whom it is applied. It may refer to personal charac- 
ter, but it has also another meaning, which should never 
be overlooked, viz. — manly courage, for it is derived 



70 THE ROYAL SECRET. 

from that old Latin word, "vir" — man, or manly, and 
the old writers always spoke of it as manly strength, 
courage, bravery, valor — spoke of it as being possessed 
by those who had a courageous spirit in every cause of 
right. 

The teachings of this Order form a concentric circle 
whose heart-center is Virtue, and from which center have 
gone out influences that stirred the hearts of noble 
youths to secure the highest possible attainments of 
human life; and, imbued with this spirit, it is not unusual 
to find its members and adherents in the high places of 
church and state. 

How expressive are its colors! — First, white, Virtue; 
second, blue, Mercy; third, purple, Charity. In the front 
ranks of the learned professions, in the fore front of 
every battle for righteousness, truth and virtue! And, 
if we turn to the humbler walks of life, there too, we 
shall find its staunchest members, keeping step with the 
marching columns that are going up to possess the * 
future. Its second principle is 

MERCY, 

that divine attribute that is exemplified only in the best 
and brightest lives. That wonderful character known 
as the Nazarene, whose influence for two thousand years 
has been constantly widening, and whose words of 
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wisdom wete the charm of His own and all succeeding 
ages; He who was the founder of all churches and 
the originator of every really helpful plan, stopped long 
enough in his busy life to lift His hands in benediction, 
as He preached His matchless sermon on the mountain 
side, and say: "Blessed are the w^rrz////, for they shall 
obtain Mercy." 

As the greater includes the less, so Mercy includes 
many of the most attractive qualities in choice and 
charming lives; qualities such as Tender-heartedness, 
Kindness, Forgiveness\ And after all, is it not these 
little kindnesses, little helpful deeds, that in the aggre 
gate make life as attractive as it is? 

I have seen mountains rising mid-air and heavenward 
one to three thousand feet; I have sailed on seas whose 
widths were more than three thousand miles, and yet, 
high as were the mountains, and broad as were the seas, 
they were but the aggregation of the little sand grains 
and drops of water, pictured in that brief, but beautiful 
poetical parallelism entitled 

HELP ONE ANOTHER. 

Help one another! A snow-flake said. 
As it cuddled down in its fleecy bed; 
One of us here would not be felt. 
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One of us here would quickly melt; 

But I'll help you and you help me 

And then what a big, white drift we'll see. 

Help one another! A maple spray 

Said to its fellow leaves one day. 

The sun would wither me here alone, 

And I should be gone ere the day is done ; 

But I'll help you and you help me 

And then what a splendid shade therell be. 

Help one another! A dew-drop cried. 

Seeing another drop close by its side. 

This warm south breeze would drive me away 

And I should be gone ere noon to-day. 

But I'll help you and you help me 

And we'll make a brook and run to the sea. 

Help one another! A grain of sand 
Said to another grain just at hand. 
The wind would carry me over the sea, 
And then, O! what would become of me? 
But come, my brother, give me your hand. 
We'll build a mountain and there we'll stand. 

And lo! The snow-flakes grew to drifts. 
And grains of sand to mountains > 
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And leaves became a pleasant shade 
And dew-drops fed the fountains. 
Rills make rivers, and rivers fill the seas. Brothers 
in Mercy, we hail you! We welcome you! We con- 
gratulate you as having pledged yourselves by the 
noblest ties of purest manhood, to bear one another's 
burdens, and so fulfill the law of Christ. A third princi- 
ple is 

CHARITY. 

When Paul had summed up the gifts and graces of 
human life, he said: "And yet shew 1 unto you a more 
excellent way," that is, the way of Charity. When he 
would speak of things abiding and eternal, he said: 
"Now abideth Faith, Hope, Charity, these three; but the 
greatest of these is Charity y 

True Charity has a three-fold meaning— Charitable- 
ness, looking for the best side of human character, and 
overlooking, ofttimes, the weaknesses of our fellow men; 
using our eyes to sec and eyelids to sec not ; that charac- 
teristic that enables men to practice the principle of that 
child-day poem, which says: 

"Do not look for wrong and evil; 
You will find them if you do — 
As you measure to your neighbor, 
He will measure back to you. 
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Look for goodness, look for gladness! 

You will meet them all the while; 
If you bring a smiling visage 
To the world, you meet a smile!" 
It also means willing gifts to the needy, and a ready 
response to the pleas of our worthy poor. Thus, Charity 
in its higher, divine sense of unselfish love, is like 
golden chains, which bind heart to heart and life on 
life. 

But all this growth— these principles — these profes- 
sions of the Royal Arcanum would be shameful mock- 
ery did they not carry out in practice what they profess 
in principle, and on printed page. It would be as cruel 
as Nero, who loaded his ships with sand for the wrest- 
lers, while his people at Rome were starving for corn. 
Let us look, then, at the » 

PRACTICE 

of this order. The old dust-covered book that your 
mother used to read says: "Love one another, not in 
word only, but in deed, and in truths Whether the 
Royal Arcanum does this we may know, for there is 
given in this same old book a test by which to measure 
them, viz: — "By their fruits ye shall know them/* 
What they do determines what they are. What has it 
done? First year it paid out $9,000; afterward, in a 
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single year it ;^^/^ out $2,524,700, and during its brief 
years of organized life, it has paid out the enormous 
and almost incredible amount of $14,692,569. In other 
\iOx^%,xi\Qx^\.\\2Si a million a year m real money put in 
the hands of widows and orphans, to be used as they 
deem best and right, and no questions asked by anyone. 
And these millions given to them, not in little penurious 
pensions or pauperizing pittances^ such as our rich 
government so grudgingly gives to its worthy and 
wounded soldiers, but in big bulky packages of $3,000 
each. 

This order never looks at the candidate from the cold 
standpoint of a business risk, but from the warm, fra- 
ternal, brotherly feeling which says: "We will help him 
and his all we can." These payments are made, too, at a 
time whe7i most needed and to those who must have it or 
suffer. 

To the widow and fatherless, oh, the darkness of the 
death hour! It is of itself deep enough, but it groivs in 
depth, density and volume if the widow and her 
fatherless children return from the cemetery and sit 
down alone amid the dread silence that always pervades 
those after-hours, and see, staring in at the doorway, 
privation, poverty, and the collectors of unpaid bills, 
with no means to meet their just demands; such trying 
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times turn days into nights and nights into years! The 
Royal Arcanum is to the families which depend upon it 
Titw^x faithless nor fails to do its duty for them, no mat- 
ter how recreant to their family duties some of its indi- 
vidual members may be. 

It has in its membership the very rich and the very 
poor, but it is pre-eminently the society for the middle 
classes. Its assessments are but trifles each month, so 
that one never thinks of the little that it takes from him, 
but the great good it gives to others. He never pays it 
as an assessment, but as a trifling amount which he 
never misses, and yet knows that every time he pays 
that amount, one hundred fatherless and needy families 
receive three thousand dollars apiece. 

The Chaplain's concluding climax was uttered with an 
emphasis that clung to the hearts of the hearers as the 
limpet clings to the rock, even though with boom of 
thunder and clouds of spray, long lines of white breakers 
dash up against to destroy it. These were the words he 
uttered with an impassioned eloquence: 

"Brothers in Virtue, Mercy and Charity, I hail you as 
members of an Order whose first and underlying prin- 
ciple is PURE as the crystal waters in which you bathe 
your hand; as white as the colors of the court you enter 
or the fluttering snowflakes that fall on a Christmas day. 
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I am sure that in your journey of life many a weary, 
wayworn traveler, sinking beneath his heavy load, has, 
by your hand of helpfulness and by your heart of mercy, 
been relieved of his burdens and inspired to a better 
life. And in the relief you have thus afforded, you have 
shown that heavenly attribute of mercy, of which the 
high azure above and the deep blue sea beneath are but 
the shadowy symbols. 

"Go, my brothers! and as ye go, bear in your hearts a 
real charity ; in your hands a real mercy ; on your brow 
such virtue, and in your life such valiant deeds as shall 
demand the plaudits of the world. Go thus equipped, 
and you will send unnumbered rays of sunshine into many 
a comfortless home, and span the horizon of many a fam- 
ily circle with the rainbow of eternal hope. Indeed, 
there is no way of measuring the good you may thus suc- 
ceed in doing. Steam may be weighed by the pound; 
air measured by the inch; lumber lengths by a yard stick; 
and land with a surveyor's chain; but deeds like those 
you propose to perform for the families of your deceased 
brothers, and that they in turn will perform for you and 
yours admit of no rule of measurement. 

"Plan, then; prepare, pay and persist in this, your 
mutual work and labor of love, and though you now may 
not see the direct results to those you love, they and 
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Others will, and in after years your memory will bt 

blessed by those for whom you have provided. 

"Others, I doubt not, if not ye. 
The issue of your pledge shall see." 



VII. 

A BEAUTIFUL DREAM IN A DREADFUL PLACE. 

Where is the lone horseman, whom we last saw in the 
awful storm with crippled steed and amid the desolate 
and storm-shaken gorges of San Waukeen Valley? All 
night the elements raged and raved amid the mountains, 
until, weary and worn and wet, the hungry horseman, in 
a moment of desperation, dragged himself beneath th e 
shelter of a ledge of rock, and there fell asleep, and as he 
slept he dreamed. He dreamed, as mortals often do, a 
dream most sweet in place most strange. 

He dreamed that, after long years of weary search, he 
saw, high up on the summit of a beautiful hill, a mansion 
gaily lighted, and with decorations all superb, especially 
in the parlors, where hung festoons, rare flowers and 
evergreens, which had been twisted into a bow of beauty, 
arched the whole ceiling, beneath the arch he dreamed 
he saw five persons — two brides, two gi^ooms, one minis- 
ter. He peered anxiously to see whose faces they were, 
and his effort awoke him, with the storm still playing 
about him. Hard as was his pillow, and dangerous as 
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was his couch he again soon fell into slumber— a slum- 
ber that lasted till the break of mom, when lo! all he 
had seen or dreamed vanished, never to return. 

Awaking, he found, the mountain rainstorm almost 
over, and the wind had entirely died away. As the light 
rolled in upon the awful ravine, into which he had un- 
wittingly strayed in the dark of the previous night's ride, 
he saw, far to the right and beyond the ravine, what 
seemed to be an opening leading out into a broad and 
beautiful plain. Having relieved his faithful beast of a 
misery he could not cure, he started toward the opening, 
and lo! when he reached it, and looked out upon the 
beautiful valley, it was such a contrast to what he had 
just seen and passed through, that it appeared to him 
like the vale of Paradise. Immediately in front and 
half-way across the valley there was a cluster of neat 
cottages. Near by, and a little to the left, was a small 
but tasty chapel, while scattered here and there, at short 
distances from each other, were rural homes, while just 
beyond all was a circling ridge covered with a far-reach- 
ing forest, rich with the tracery of leaf and bough. 
Neatness characterized them all. 

He was weary, worn and hungry, and the drenching of 
the previous night, sent the twinges of rheumatism 
shooting through his knees and neck, and every now and 
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then the sharp twitch of a neuralgic pain would remind 
him of his old residents. But the prospect before him 
was so inviting that he trudged on as best he could till 
he reached one of the larger houses, near the chapel. 
He was now nearly exhausted, and a peculiar dizziness 
seemed to come over him just as he put out his hand 
toward the door, and he fell heavy and prostrate upon the 
porch. In falling his hand had reached the knocker, and 
its echo had hardly died away till one came who gave him 
a royal welcome, for he was now at the home of one who 
was never known to turn away the hungry, the sick or 
the poor. When the host came, he had partially recov- 
ered, and with assistance rose, but the long and perilous 
ride, the exposure, the anxiety, the hunger — all com- 
bined to overtax him and he fell the second time, pale 
and unconscious. 

How long he remained unconscious he never knew, 
but when he was restored to consciousness he found 
himself in a plain, but comfortable room, and sitting be- 
side him a pleasant-faced elderly gentleman who said to 
him: 

"You are quite sick, but you are among your friends. 
You, 1 see, are a weary, wayworn traveler sunk beneath 
the burden of your heavy load, and in V. M. C. I will lift 
your burden and bear it for you, even as you have borne 
it for others." 
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The kindly words of this stranger, and the special 
grasp and. warmth of his hand told me at once that I had 
fallen into the hands of a Royal Arcanum brother, who 
no doubt, had already seen my badge on the lapel of my- 
vest, and for that reason cared so kindly for me. 

For a fortnight I struggled with a severe sickness, 
but was yet only partially recovered, and unable to 
move on my journey. Another fortnight and I was 
strong enough to attempt a new start. During my sick- 
ness and convalescence an intimacy had sprung up be- 
tween myself and host, and many an hour we spent in 
quiet and agreeable conversation. In one of these talks 
I was both startled and pleased at his replies, for an 
incidental remark of mine in regard to the little chapel 
so near by led him to say: 

"Several years ago a rich Christian lady owned and 
lived in this property. One Sunday morning at an early 
hour she thought she heard the cry of a child in the 
chapel. She listened and it was repeated with greater 
distinctness. She hurried over, unlocked the door, and 
there stood a little fair-haired girl weeping as though 
her heart would break. 'How came you in here?' asked 
the woman. The little one, as best she' could answered: 
*I came in last night during meeting, fell asleep 
on one of the ben'ches, and was locked in.' 'Who 
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are you?' asked the lady. *I — I — I am Baynie'." 

I involuntarily rose and clutched the arm of the man 
as he uttered the name, and #s I did so, he stopped 
abruptly, arose in a surprised and indignant way, and 
enquired. 

"Why are you so startled sir? Why do you clutch my 
arm?" 

I quieted myself, and assured him th^t if he would pro- 
ceed with his story, I would soon tell him all. He pro- 
ceeded: 

"The little girl was taken home by the lady, who 
learned to love her, and having buried all her own fam- 
ily, she in time adopted the little fair-haired waif. In 
time the old lady sold out all her interests here, and 
with the adopted girl, who was now developing into 
womanhood, she started on a tour of distant countries. 
Just where she is now no one knows, for none have ever 
heard from her, except myself, and I only once, at which 
time she said she loved the girl fondly, and fearing that 
some relatives might come to claim her, she said she 
had changed her name and would keep her forever 
sacred and secret to herself." 

Here the man stopped and looked at me as much as 
to say, "Now explain sir." I however warded off his 
enquiring look by asking: 
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• "Did no one ever enquire after her, nor in any way 
seek her?" 

"Only one man," said n^y host, "and he came* after the 
lady and girl had left, and when we knew nothing of 
their whereabouts. He seemed deeply anxious about 
the girl, but I confess that his appearance was such that, 
had I known her whereabouts, I do not think I would 
have revealed it to him, for he had a wicked, a cruel 
appearance." 

More than ever excited, I now asked: "What did he 
look like? What was his general appearance?" 

"He was a little more than medium height, broad 
shoulders, black eyes and disagreeable black hair and 
beard." I turned pale, and hissed through my teeth, 
"It was he; that villain — Hale Windsor!" 

My host seemed uneasy, and demanded the promised 
explanation, which I gave in full, and in which he too 
became as deeply interested as myself. All the help he 
could render was promised. A few days more were 
passed with him, and as nothing more could be learned 
there, I left this brother in V. M. C, abandoning all hoped 
o ever finding the lost Baynie. She was gone, no one 
knew where! Her name had been changed. The link 
seemed all to be broken! Must I forever give it 
up? 



VIII. 

A DEAD BARON AND A BLACK BRIDGE. 

Months and years have passed away, and Eldone 
Falls has grown so rapidly and so large that no one 
notices or knows who is stranger, who is not. How 
many strangers hurry by! But who is that? Is this one 
among the new-comers to work mischief and bring n^re 
sorrow than some hearts can bear? Will he shadow 
the lives of some who heretofore have lived in sunshine ? 
"Yes!" I hissed half aloud to myself. He has been in 
Eldone Falls for some time, under an assumed name, a 
disguised garb, and so brazen in his plot of death, that 
he enters the very homes of those whom he is to destroy 
at the first opportune moment. Had I ever seen him 
before ? Yes, twice ! Once at far-away Tunbridge on a 
dark, stormy night, and again at the illustrious reception 
(an uninvited and dangerous guest) of the Baron. He 
was the same who had avoided Dr. Marloring especially, 
and whom I had noticed watching with eagle eye every 
move of the Baron and his silent slave, Inglebarnes. I 
had lost trace of him that night and hence he had almost 
passed out of my mind till this moment, when I was 
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Startled to see him again, for some way I could but 
associate him with the dreadful crime committed 
last night at Crown Hill Mansion, about which the whole 
city was alive with excitement and indignation, for at that 
early hour of the morning hundreds of people were pour- 
ing toward the scene of slaughter, as such it proved 
to be. 

The rich Baron had, at an early hour that morning, 
been found by his attendants, dead, at the foot of the 
circling stairway leading to his private apartments. It 
was undoubtedly a case of cold-blooded murder! Who 
was the demon that dared to do the deed? All the cir- 
cumstances seemed to point in one direction. Suspicion 
seemed to rest on one person, and he who of all others 
seemed least capable of such a deed. Strangely enough 
every circumstance pointed directly to his neighbor 
Winslow Deane. Excitement ran high, and each on- 
looker was ready to express his opinion and suggest 
something suspicious. 

"It was not for robbery," said the people, "for on him 
were found his watch, his purse and other valuables. 
Neither was the house disturbed, it must have been for 
malice alone." 

Several other things developed and threw greater 
suspicio7i 071 the 7nan whofu ftobody wanted to suspt- 
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cion, whom nobody would believe at first could be guilty; 
but every circumstance piled up the evidence against 
him. By nightfall three things had been so convincing 
to the most ardent of his friends that Winslow Deane was 
put under guard and key. And so great was the excite- 
ment that, had it not been for the care of the officers, 
Winslow Deane would have been lynched on the spot, for 
the populace was wild with rage over the dastardly deed. 
The respect which all seemed to entertain for Deane 
heretofore turned now to hatred and revenge. 

Of course he asserted his innocence. Three things 
were against him. A knife, blood-marked, with which 
the deed was done, was found near the dead man. A 
hat was found on the landing, as though it had fallen 
from the head of the flying scoundrel.. That knife; that 
hat, were Winslow Deane's. He acknowledged them as 
his but said he had not seen the former nor worn the latter 
for along time; could not find them, and had used and 
worn another. But worse than 2\\, footprints on the new 
made flowerbeds turned in the direction of his home 
and were the prints of his shoes. 

Like fire in dry stubble, these suspicious facts flew 
from lip to lip, and Winslow Deane, who had already 
been placed under arrest, was believed, by public opinion, 
to be the guilty one. The misunderstanding at settle- 
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ment of work between Deane and the Baron, and the 
ensuing coldness that existed ever since the completion 
of the mansion, gave rise to the wildest theories, and 
Winslow Deane was hopelessly in the coils of a strange 
and inexplicable Providence. 

An indignant public demanded a speedy trial, which 
was granted, and during its progress the circumstances 
became more and more condemnatory, so that even the 
people who hitherto had placed in him an implicit con- 
fidence, and had up to this time believed him innocent, 
in spite of the circumstances, now lost hope and with 
almost breaking hearts they said: "when Winslow Deaen 
deceives us, who can be trusted?" 

For once the silent Inglebarnes spoke out and said: 
"Winslow Deane is not guilty of this crime. I would 
stake my life upon his innocence." 

It was an awful load upon the prisoner's mind, and 
evidently was wearing upon him, for each day he seemed 
to sink beneath its weight, and yet, while sinking, con- 
stantly asserted his innocence, and claimed that, while 
the Baron had retained some feeling against him, he 
retained none against the Baron. But all this claim 
counted for naught, and the more cruel and outspoken 
of his opponents declared that he made these statements 
only that he might escape the punishment of his dread- 
ful crime. 
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His constant assertion of innocence was, alas for himt 
no proof of his innocence. The trial went on and he 
went down. Every suspicious circumstance was clinched 
by the testimony of one who, though comparatively a 
stranger, had made himself prominent and persuasive in 
the trial. 

He claimed to be disinterested, save that he wished 
justice meted out to the guilty one, and this one he 
claimed was Winslow Deane. He swore that he saw 
the prisoner at a late hour, the night of the murder, 
talking in a subdued voice to another man. They were 
standing in the shadow of the great gate entrance to the 
Baron's ground. He admitted he could not hear all 
they said, but said he heard him use the expression, 
"Bill, there's a chance for you, if you will forever con- 
ceal it ; act quick ; 'iio^' " He saw them shake hands and 
separate with a whispered sentence, which he could 
not hear. 

Who was this witness? Had I €ver seen him? Per- 
haps not. Did I know him? No! But I knew one thing, 
that either he was the guilty party himself, or else he 
was a hired perjurer for another, whose white hand and 
black beard, I thought, I could detect in this foul deed 
and fouler implication of one whom I had always 
believed was an innocent ^ but unfortunate man. How 



go THE ROYAL SECRET. 

hard I tried to find a clue, before the trial ended, but all 
in vain. 

Poor Deane! His mind seemed to weaken under the 
awful strain, as the trial proceeded, and to the damaging 
circumstances was added the positive testimony of this 
impartial stranger, and all seemed more than he could 
bear. He grew despondent, silent, severe, and when the 
final and fatal moment came and the verdict was ren- 
dered, "guilty and sentenced for lite," it was a blow 
worse than a death-stroke. 

All through the trial he had acted like a man who, 
crushed and wounded under the awful charge, yet 
quietly believed that the investigation would prove him 
an innocent party, but when the verdict was sounded 
upon his ears, he turned ashy pale, rubbed his forehead, 
rose silently and spectre-like to his feet, reeled and 
tottered, then fell, not dead, but worse than dead, for 
Winslow Deane was now violently insane. The serious- 
ness of the charge, the strain and anxiety of the trial, the 
sharpness of the sentence, all combined to unsettle his 
reason, and reason, that royal gift, reeled and toppled 
from its throne. 

To this heart-rending trial and verdict I had been a 
close but helpless observer, and now I felt more than 
ever sure that the law had punished the innocent and let 
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the guilty free. Then and there 1 swore eternal vigilance 
against the demon whom I believed had dared to do 
this dastardly deed, and then, fiend-like, so plot as to 
put another and ftinocent one in his place to suffer for 
his crime. For weeks that stranger-witness was not 
beyond my knowledge or hardly out of my sight. / 
dogged his footsteps everywhere. As the shadow seen 
or unseen follows the body, so I followed him, yet all my 
tracking seemed in vain, till one day I saw him drop a 
etter at the post office. I did not know to whom it was 
addressed, nor did I know its contents, but I noticed the 
color of the envelope was dark blue, and that it was 
sealed with red wax; and that was the last time I ever 
saw the stranger-witness at Eldone Falls, for a letter 
that I received at that mail called me in haste to a city 
I had never seen before. 

I was compelled to start on the midnight express 
train, in order to make connections with another road, 
and this connection I made in the dead of night, at a 
lonely desolate prairie crossing, where was nothing 
near but a little flag-house, never used at night. For two 
mortal hours I stood or sat or walked near that little house, 
as I supposed all alone, and at times the silence seemed 
oppressive. Someway it seemed to be an unusually 
cold, dark, disagreeable night, and the only noise I heard 
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was the hooting of some distant night-owl, or the baying 
of some hunter's hounds tracking the frightened prey. 
Was I nervous? Had the recent excitement at Eldone 
Falls made me a coward ? Whatever ' it might be, one 
thing was certain — twice was I startled by what I thought 
were human footsteps, moving stealthily and slow. 
Again and again I peered out into the darkness with a 
keen eye, but saw no one and nothing, and I confess that 
a nervous dread that was almost unbearable came creep- 
ing over me during those two longest hours of my life. 

At last I saw in the distance and darkness the blazing 
eye of the on-coming train. Nearer it came, and 
larger it grew, until it gave a shriek of mingled agony 
and defiance that rolled out over the broad prairie, and 
pierced the still night air, and warned me to get in readi- 
ness to leave. I moved out to the track, struck a match, set 
fire to some newspapers and thus signalled the train to 
stop. As it slowed up, I sprang upon the platform and 
was about to enter the car, when lo! as I glanced back I 
saw some one else leap from the shadow of the little flag- 
house and board the smoking car. My suspicions were 
realized. There had been some one there. Why had he 
secreted himself at the crossing for those two lonely 
hours? They were doubtless his stealthy footsteps that 
I heard! Who was he? I resolved to know, and pre- 
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tending not to have seen him, I slipped into the same 
car, and sat, or rather reclined, so that I might watch 
without being watched the entire journey. Suddenly it 
flashed through my mind that my watching was all in 

vain, for 1 must go to M , while he, no doubt, will get 

off before, and I shall lose all trace of him; but on swept 
our train, through town after town, and still he remained 
aboard. Could it be possible that he was going where 

I was, to M ? Yes! the last station before M we 

had just passed, and either he was going to M , or 

beyond. "Heaven grant' that to M he goes!" 

My intense wish was almost a prayer. The train 
whistled down brakes; one by one the passengers got 
their baggage ready and took their places in the aisle of 
the car. I did the same, but he made no move, and my 
heart fell again as I said to myself: "He is going 
farther; I will miss my mart." Just then he rose up, nerv- 
ously, quick, went to the other end of the car, slipped 
out into the darkness, and was gone* Would I ever 
meet him again? Yes! Had I ever seen him before? 
Yes I He was the stranger-witness at Eldone Falls. I 
was now more than ever convinced that he was the 
hired perjurer of the black-bearded assassin. Would I 

ever be able to ferret and find out the mystery? I 
would try! 
Two days and a night completed the work for which 



94 THE ROYAL SECRET. 

I had been specially called to M , and I resolved to 

start home at once, and look deeper into the plot at El- 
done Falls. When I went to settle my hotel bill the 
clerk was busy looking over a bunch of letters that had 
just arrived for the guests. 

"Here is one letter," he said, "that has been here a day 
or so, and 1 can't decipher the address. Can you?" 

As. he said it, he tossed the letter to me. My heart 
beat violently. I was greatly excited, for // was a blue 
letter luith red seal, and post-marked from Eldone 
Falls, and dated the very day I left. It was* the very 
letter posted by the impartial witness in the Deane trial. 

"Wonder of wonders," I was about to exclaim, when I 
controlled myself, and resolved on a desperate and even 
dangerous thing, and carelessly as I could under the cir- 
cumstances, I said, half laughing: 

"If I can't make it out it will be the first time I ever 
failed," and so saying I took it to a window in a small 
alcove near by, under pretense of getting more light, but 
in reality to plan how to secure possession without arous- 
ing suspicion, 

I had hardly stepped into the alcove when the cry of 
"Fire! Fire!" rang out in dread alarm. In a moment the 
hotel was asmoke and ablaze, and a terrific excitement 
prevailed. Clerks, waiters, proprietors, guests— all were 
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rushing frantically about, but I resolved to keep cool, 
and retain possession of that letter. The fire had evi- 
dently been burning and smoldering a long time before 
anyone knew of it, and when it did break out, it was not 
long in burning to ashes the entire office end of the hotel 
with its books, letters and baggage. I left that morning, 
as I intended, but I left with that blue letter in my inner 
vest pocket. 

Did I read its contents? Yes, and found a message 
which read as follows: 

''The , work is done. IV. D. is where yoit should be. 
Thank' Star E -for that! Xo failure on my part, let 
there be none 07t yours. Black Bridge 2 o'clock Sunday 
morning. If you fail, you ktiow the cotisequetice. 

I hurriedly wrote an exact copy, tracing every letter as 
near alike as possible, put the copy in a blue envelope, 
sealed it with red wax and when I reached Eldone Falls, 
sent it through the office again, directed, post-marked as 
the original before. Two things I must do, and do at 
once! I must find out where Black Bridge is, and I 
must be there at two o'clock on Sunday morning. Who 
wrote the letter I knew, but to whom it was written I did 
not know, but I felt sure that could I learn that, I would 
then know who had killed the Baron, and relieve Deane, 
the innocent, of the terrific charge. If I can learn where 
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Black Bridge is, nothing but death shall interfere with my 
being there. 

I knew a man who had been a desperate character, 
and who was familiar with every hiding-place where vil- 
lainous spirits would be likely to meet. I was not long 
in finding him. 1 took him one side, and whispered cau- 
tiously to him. 

Do you know where Black Bridge is ? A visible shud- 
der passed over his frame, and he looked at me in a 
startled manner. Then, straightening himself up to full 
height, he replied : 

"Yes, I know where it is, but, sir, my deeds and days of 
sin are done, and I can never visit Black Bridge again, 
except to atone for the sin of the past." 

I saw by his answer that he was the very man I needed, 
and I could trust him with my secret thought; so, draw- 
ing him closer to me, I said , 

"If you want to do a good thing at Black Bridge to 
atone for the many bad, pledge me you will go with me 
and be there Sunday morning at two o'clock." 

His curiosity was aroused, and when I was sure of my 
man, I entered into a partial explanation, assuring him 
that I would explain all as we went. He pledged me 
and I left him. 

Saturday morning, at an early hour, we started out 
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together, expecting to reach a point near by at night-fall. 
We rode rapidly all morning in silence, neither one of us 
scarcely speaking to the other. At noon we refreshed 
our horses, and refreshed ourselves with the luncheon I 
had provided, and then on again we rode till evening, 
when my guide halted and said: 

"We are not far away now, but I will go no farther 
unless you explain all. 

I felt perfect confidence in my man and so I freely 
poured my suspicions into his listening ear; I showed 
him the letter; I told him all I knew, and when I had fin- 
ished he clinched his great fist and said with indignant 
emphasis; 

' ' Blackbeard is in this plot. ' ' 

Just then the noise of breaking twigs startled, us, and 
we were fearful lest ^e had been heard or seen. We 
remained perfectly motionless and silent for some sec- 
onds, dreading even the swaying motion of our jaded 
and hard-breathing horses. We saw no one and con- 
cluded perhaps it was our wrought-up, nervous system 
that made us hear so acutely and suspicion some one 
near. 

Under the direction of my guide, we moved on cau- 
tiously to a dark, cavernous room, which my guide entered 
as though he knew the ground well, and had been there 
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in the dark before. Here he tied our horses, whispering 
as he did so. 

"Here they will be safe till we return; follow me.' 

I did so, and in dead silence we moved down the 
gorge that grew deeper and darker at every step. At 
last I heard waters rolling over the rocks, and my guide 
leaning close to me whispered: "That's it," and he 
pointed up ten feet or more, to where two huge trees 
which I could see but dimly, had fallen side by side 
across the rocks and over the ravine, and spanned 
waters that I heard but could not see. Everything was 
black. The bridge, the water, the rocks — ail black! It 
7uas a place well adapted as the night-haunt of villainous 
spirits like those who had plotted and performed the 
Baron s death, and then shifted the crime on the shoulders 
of innocence. 

How long we waited I know not. It seemed like seven 
ages, for not a word passed the lips of either myself or 
attendant. We could almost feel the silence, and could 
almost cut the darkness, so thick did it seem, but this 
was to our advantage, as we were able to get the nearer 
and hear without being seen. 

Hark! a challenging voice just to our left and above: 
"Who comes here?" And the subdued voice seemed 
startled at its own echo. A moment's silence, and the 
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same voice said: "Who comes?" using one less word 
than before. Silence again, and a third time the voice 
saying: "Who?" one word less each time. 

A second of dead silence (and, $o far as we were con- 
cerned of intense excitement), and a coarse but cautious 
voice responded by saying: "Star Emmet" — "Star Em" 
—"Star" — each time a syllable less, as did the first voice 

Immediately two figures emerged from opposite sides 
of the high bluffs just above us, and we saw th^ir out- 
lines as they advanced toward each other and met on 
the Black Bridge. One was evidently more cautious 
than the other, for when he whispered something we 
could not plainly hear; the other, as if to convince him, 
responded loudly: "No! There is no man living or dead 
that knows of this place or our meeting." Just at that 
moment a rock loosened beneath the foot of my guide 
and went rolling and clattering down the slope. A 
silence ensued that was distressing, and one of them 
drew back a little as if in fear of being seen, but the 
other, with an oath, said aloud: "You are a black-bearded 
coward, and if your heart were as white as your hands, 
you would not have so much to fear! Is the Baron's 
blood Btill upon your hands?" 

Evidently from the conversation the coarse-voiced 
speaker had the other under his power, for the other 
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implored him to be quiet, to speak in lower tones. 

Was it the voice of Inglebames I heard imploring? I 

would have been sure of it but for one thing. Let us see! 



IX. 

A SIN THAT SEPARATED. 

Let US look again at that little upper back attic at 
Eldone Falls. 

The next morning Mrs. Stratton rose earlier than 
usual, and ordered the girl to unlock the "urchin's door 
and tell him to come down." 

As he came down, either her eyes were clearer or her 
heart more tender, for he looked to her very different to 
what he did the previous evening. His boyish, but 
honest and manly face; his sad, expressive eyes; his 
thoughtful appearance, all impressed her, as they had 
impressed Mr. Stratton the night before. All was in his 
favor, and even this little, petulant, nervous woman was 
attracted by his gentlemanly bearing. 

She spoke kindly to him, and asked several questions, 
to each of which he gave a prompt and polite reply, 
and when to one of the queries he replied, '^Father and 
mother are dead," tears filled the eyes of the kind- 
hearted little woman, for she saw something in this 
child that had a striking resemblance to her only son, 
whom she had recently lost by death. 

101 
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The fates were in favor of the new boy, for, while 
these impressions were fastening themselves upon the 
mind of Mrs. Stratton, one of the hired men came to Mr. 
Stratton, saying: 

**Our delivery boy is sick, and sends word that he is 
unable to be at the store to-day. What shall we do? It 
is our busiest day." 

Mr. Stratton knew what to do, and turning to Don, said: 
I think I can find some work for you, and find it at once." 

Don's eye brightened at the prospect of work, never 
once stopping to think what kind of work it might be, 
or how hard. To his mind any kind of work was better 
than no work^ and so he responded cheerfijlly: "Thank 
you, sir; I shall be glad to do it." 

Don proved to be an industrious helper, and his tact 
was apparent, for, though the work was all new to him, 
the foreman said at night, in reply to Mr. Stratton's 
question : 

*'Yes! he does everything I tell him, and does it well." 

Mr. Stratton resolved to continue him during the 
sickness of the other boy, which lasted for nearly two 
weeks, at the end of which time Don was so much liked, 
because of his industry, tact, and thoughtfulness, that 
the foreman said that the increase of business was such 
that they needed two boys, and so both were retained, 
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and both became intimate friends and associates, and 
each was a helper to the other in all their after lives. 

Don was regularly installed, and called the "new 
clerk." This greatly pleased him,and,as he often said after- 
ward, made him "feel like somebody." He never wasted 
a moment in idleness, even his evenings being occupied 
in reading and writing, in each of which he afterward 
became an expert, mastering them by close application 
so that he was almost perfect in both. 

He had been with the family of the merchant nearly a 
year when one evening he saw lying on the table a badge, 
which he looked at critically, turning it over and over, 
and said to Mrs. Stratton, whom ne now called "Auntie." 

*'My father had a badge very much like this. He got 
it a little while before I was driven from home." 

Mrs. Stratton had never been in favor of any "outside" 
society, as she called it, and so took little or no notice of 
the remark, and it slipped her mind entirely, until nearly 
another year, by which time Don had become an estab- 
lished member of the family, no longer sleeping in the 
"upper back attic" but in one of the best rooms of the 
merchant's home. 

Time and treatment too had wonderfully altered the 
appearance of Don, for instead of being the half-clad, 
lank, cold and hungry lad, such as Mr. Stratton found 
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him that cold autumn night, he was now developed into 
a more manly form — heavy-set, ruddy face, and clear, 
expressive eye, for the old sadness seemed to have 
melted away into an expression of thoughtfulness and 
investigation. 

Edgar Deane's death was attended by so many of the 
order to which he and his father belonged, and Don 
learning that his benefactor was also an active member, 
as were also others in whom he had become deeply inter- 
ested, and to whom he had become attached, was now 
wondering what kind of society it was; what its purposes, 
aims, objects, and having inquired so frequently during 
the last year or two, Mr. Stratton informed him as to its 
principles, and urged his uniting with the society on his 
coming birthday, which would be his twenty-first. The 
mere suggestion from Mr. Stratton was enough to set 
Don into action on any subject, and accordingly, at the 
earliest opportunity he was initiated hito the mysteries of 
\ The Royal Arcanum, by what he afterward called the 
\ simplest afid yet sublimest ceremony he had eyer seen. 

On his return at night from the Lodge hall, he said to 
his "Uncle," as he now called the kindly merchant, his 
noblest friend: "I believe it must have been the Royal 
Arcanum to which my father belonged. The badge was 
similar to the one I wore to-night, and to the one I saw 
once at your home." 
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"What," said the merchant, "You think your father 
was a member? I will see." 

Twice did Mr. Stratton write concerning it, but twice 
did he fail to receive any answer. At last he resolved to 
despatch a messenger to far-away Tunbridge, to learn 
what might be learned concerning it. Don could only 
tell what he saw, heard or thought. He knew nothing 
of his fathers death, his sister's vain search for him, nor 
of the death by mountain fever of the cruel housekeeper. 
He told his benefactor all he knew, and all he said was 
accepted as truth. Mr. Stratton needed no letters to 
confirm Don's word; he knew by test and careful obser- 
vation that he was pure gold tried in the fire. He had 
the utmost confidence in him, and all the after years 
never revealed a suspicious or dishonest thing which led 
this royal-hearted merchant to distrust the homeless lad 
he had picked up that cold autumn night. 

We have already noted the fact that Mrs. Stratton had 
received a severe nervous shock at the death of her only 
son, Edgar, from which she never seemed to fully 
recover; but years lessened the intensity of her sorrow, 
and the presence of Don helped to lift the burden of 
grief from her heart. In many ways Don reminded her 
of her lost son, and because of these things he became a 
great favorite. So studious and tireless was he that his 
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new friends gave him every opportunity to improve by 
books at night school, and by various other means that 
they constantly put within reach, and which he as con- 
stantly sought with delight. Under the patronage and 
help of this noble couple, Don began to rise into places of 
prominence and trust. 

Time rolled by, and the lad had grown to young man- 
hood, and young naanhood to middle age, and each year 
developed new and sterling qualities of character, which 
Mr. Stratton was quick to see, and because of which he 
more and more confided his business interests into Don's 
hands and care, and finally accepted him as junior part- 
ner, he himself retiring from the active feature of the 
business and leaving all the management to Don, who 
proved equal to the task and gave great satisfaction. In 
social life he had often been seen accompanying Miss 
Delia Deane, that handsome, motherless girl. 

Don had become familiar with the growth and affairs of 
Eldone Falls.and had heard with horror of t?he crime com- 
mitted on Crown Hill, and was shocked by the suspicion 
arrest and conviction of Winslow Deane, Delia's father, 
as the guilty party. All this was over now and though 
not by Don, by some was almost forgotten. The mansion 
still stood there, but it was deserted I The ivy was trail- 
ing on the ground I Tangled undergrowth was everywhere ! 
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The formerly beautiful flower-beds were now grown up 
with repulsive weeds. The gates were broken off entirely, 
or suspended on one hinge, and the mansion itself stood 
there a bleak, desolate-looking pile of uselessness. A 
common rumor said it was haunted, and all kinds of 
weird, wild and wonderful stories were told about it, so 
that timid women would not pass that side in daytime, 
and timid men shuddered as they passed at night. What 
added to the desolation was the fact that Winslow 
Deane's property, which joined Crown Hill, was vacated 
also, for when the father was convicted of that dreadful 
crime, and sentenced for life, Delia, his noble, womanly 
daughter, she who had been his only comfort in the 
strange and inexplicable Providence that had come to 
his life— Delia, who knew her father must be innocent, 
sacrificed all the property to save him, but all was vain, 
and so keenly did she feel the imposed disgrace of his con- 
viction that she secretly left the city that she might go 
among strangers and forever be unknown. H er hasty de- 
parture was a source of great grief to one at least, who, 
though she knew it not, sympathized with her and believed 
her father innocent. That one was Don, who had always 
maintained the innocence of the convicted. The people 
said he was partial to Winslow Deane, because of Deane's 
handsome daughter, Delia. 
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True, an attachment had sprung up between them, but 
neither one was aware of it in the other. Unconsciously 
on the part of each, yet without revealing it by words to 
the other, that attachment had ripened into admiration, 
and admiration deepened into love, yet neither breathed 
it to the other, each supposing themselves unworthy of so 
true a being as they saw in the other. It had been the 
silent, steady growth of true love— a development of that 
which can never die, which many fires cannot bum, nor 
many waters drown; but the Crown Hill crime, and its 
consequences to the Ueane family, had so broken up all 
former friendships, that Delia, so noble and pure-spirited, 
was ashamed to meet any one she knew, especially Don, 
whom she not only knew but loved. She left hurriedly, 
leaving no word for any, not even Don, whom she now 
supposed would never again recognize the daughter of a 
convicted ?Hurdercr and insane mafi. The thought to 
her was almost maddening, and she felt she must get in 
new surroundings, or else she, too, might lose her mind. 

Don was broken-spirited when he learned of her hasty 
flight. He chided himself for his neglect of her during 
the awful strain, and now that she was gone, his love 
seemed to glow with a new heat and he wept alone, say- 
ing: "If I could only find her, and tell her of my belief 
in her father's innocence, and pledge to her my help and 
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heart forever. O, Delia! Delia! must I live and die with 
this ardent love untold? I cannot! I cannot! Do what 
he would, he could find no track nor trace of her. No one 
seemed to know and none cared to know where she was 
except himself, and he dared not mention her name to 
another. 

It was an awful blow to this young and noble life, and 
all the more heavy because it had to be born in silence, 
and alone, for he said: "I never breathed my love to her; 
she will never think of me in her grief. O, that I might 
find and tell her all my heart! " 

All this time Delia was in a far distant city, constantly 
in tears and chiding herself for not in some way reveal- 
ing to Don the affection she bore for him. "At least," 
she said, "he had a friend's sympathy for me, and he would 
have heard with patience the story of my breaking heart 
and bursting brain. O Don! Don! could I see, you but 
once more, I would tell you all! all! ALL! " 

In the passing months she had written a dozen differ- 
ent letters to send him, but each one, when written and 
read and re-read, she had rumpled in her hands and in the 
distress of thought and agony of soul had hurled them 
into the fire, saying : " He would not read it if re- 
ceived, and I could not blame him if he refused, for I am 
not what I once was; I am now known as the murderer's 
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daughter!" and thus again and again she would burst 
into a flood of tears, crying out "O, black fate! how can it 
be? How can it be? that so good a man as my father, is 
eAtangled in this dark snarl, and yet unable to extri- 
cate himself. O ; God of Justice and Judgment, hear the 
petition of a motherless child! Is there no relief ? 
Must this cloud hang over us forever? Hear me!! Hear 
me! O, thou righteous Judge! " Her prayer of agony was 
not in vain, for the judge of all the earth who doeth right, 
was soon to unravel the snarls of life, and the shadows 
he would push away, that the sunshine might roll in! 

She was startled from her grief by a sharp rap at her 
door, and opening it was met by the lady of the 
house whose room she had rented, and who said: 

"A lady in a carriage at the door asks for you." 

Brushing away the tears, pushing back her disheveled 
hair, she hurried down to see who it might be. She 
found an elderly, pleasant-faced woman, who said: 

"I came in answer to an advertisement of yours, in 
which you say you wish a position as private teacher. I 
have an only daughter, and if you will call at such a 
number and street this afternoon, we will talk with her, 
and see what to do." 

**Thank you," said Delia, hastily penciling the street 
and number. "I will call." And the carriage drove away. 
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The new experience gave momentary relief to Delia's 
passionate grief, and she immediately arranged for the 
call. For the first time in many months she caught her- 
self humming a little love song, as she hujried to arrange 
her affairs, but quickly" did she chide herself as heartless 
for singing under such a cloud, and now again the tears 
flowed fast as ever. The noon hour arrived, and she 
wended her way to a fashionable quarter of the city, 
where she found the street and number as given. Com- 
pared with the miserable room that she had occupied, 
this house looked like a palace. 

It was a large, roomy, and exceedingly neat building, 
with large lawns on three sides. Its inner furnishings, 
as she afterward saw, were rich but not gaudy. Her 
heart throbbed violently as she rang the bell, and while 
she awaited the answer, footsteps were heard hurry- 
ing in the hall-way and soon a sweet young voice was heard 
humming a familiar air. The door opened and Delia was 
startled as she caught sight of a beautiful, light-haired 
girl of some sixteen summers, who smiled, and asked her 
in, saying: "Mamma will be here in a moment." What 
was it that startled Delia when the girl opened the door? 
// was the striking similarity to Donald's handsome face , 
a face she had seen and smiled upon so often. 

A moment of waiting and rapid thought, and the lady 
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whom she had seen in the morning was ushered in, who, 
with the sweet-faced, pleasant girl, sat down near Delia. 

In a pleasant, familiar way, the lady said: 

"This is my daughter, Edna Marstone, who is to be 
instructed in certain lines of study." 

Edna listened, smiled roguishly, but said nothing. 
At last satisfactory terms and arrangements were made, 
and Delia was engaged as the private teacher of — who ? 

She left the house in a short time with a new train of 
ideas — ideas that, for the time, conquered all her grief, 
and several times on her return she was heard to say, 
half-aloud : 

"I will teach her for his sake. How her eyes resem- 
ble his. If I were only with him again, I would learn 
something of his life and of his relatives, but he seemed 
always to purposely avoid touching upon that theme, 
and— I — I," she said, "dare not now enquire, for I cannot 
but think of my own dear father and his clouded record. 
O, God of Justice! wilt thou not hear and relieve?" 

Months rolled by, and Delia became as greatly inter- 
ested in her pupil, as her pupil was delighted with her in- 
telligent and patient teacher. To each it seemed a pleas- 
ure more than a task, and a mutual attraction and much 
instruction was the result. It was a great relief to Delia to 
be busy, especially busy in the presence of one who, more 
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5^nd more, reminded her of a loved, but distant, face. 
Their confidence in each other grew^ but Delia carefully 
avoided all personal questions, lest she in turn should be 
questioned, for she said to herself : "How could I 
answer?" When the special studies of Mrs. Marstone's 
adopted daughter were completed, Delia received sev- 
eral handsome presents, and a very complimentary rec- 
ommendation to other wealthy families who might wish 
to employ one for such service. Months grew to years, 
in which time the teacher had many different pupils, all 
of whom she admired, but there was one she loved — it 
was her first scholar, Edna Fay Marstone. 

X. 

THE MIDNIGHT MEETING. 

Let US return to the dark and exciting scene at the 
Black Bridge. 

The two evil spirits of the night were at last confident 
that no one was near, and they entered freely and half- 
aloud into a very earnest conversation. We could see 
neither of them distinctly in the darkness, at that dis- 
tance, but it was a satisfaction and surprise to hear nearly 
all they said. Evidently one of them was more familiar 
with profane language than the other, for he continued 
his talk with oaths that chilled me, through and through, 
yet in all the words there was evidence oi a polished vil- 
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ain. His expressions were brutal, and, at times, though 
I could not see the face, I judged that he was just such a 
man as could do the darkest deeds, without remorse, and 
perhaps without detection. He was impatient, and said 
to the other: 

"Hurry now! This is neither time nor place for much 
delay! I am not in a mood to be trifled with! Do you 
hear me, Blackbeard?" 

The last words wej-e uttered with a savage emphasis, 
from which the other seemed to shrink, for he raised his 
hands deprecatingly, as if to quiet the other, and pacify 
his increasing rage. But this only impassioned hini 
anew, and quick as a flash a knife-blade gleaned in the 
pale, dim light of the now approaching morning, and the 
heavy voice spoke out again: 

"Hale! Do as you promised, and do it at once, or I 
will pierce your cowardly vitals with this sharpened 
blade!" 

Both were now standing up, face to face, upon the 
Black Bridge, and the speaker had hardly uttered the 
dreadful sentence when, like a maddened tiger that 
had tasted blood, he sprang forward, caught the other by 
the throat, and hovered over him with the uplifted and 
glittering stiletto. Whatever he demanded was done, 
and done at once, by the one whom he addressed first 
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as Blackbeard, and afterward as "Hale." Had I not 
feared to spoil my hope of hearing more, I would then 
and there have been led to do a desperate deed. The 
excitement was intense, and my attendant was no less 
excited than myself, but he had promised absolute obe- 
dience to my orders, and, like myself, was silent as the 
solid stones 'neath which we cowered for cover. 

We watched and listened but pnly heard the sentence 
of the louder voice at parting, as he turned with a scowl 
and hissed through his teeth: 

"Coward! When I enter another plot, I will see that 
the villain who plans and performs it does not do as you 
did. Coward," he hissed, "to put the crime on an innocent 
man!" 

The separation was in bad feeling, and when it was 
over, my attendant, who had remained perfectly motion- 
less, whispered: "They're gone." Noiselessly we slipped 
from our hiding-place, and when we had moved a few 
steps toward the hiding-place of our horses, he said: 

''I know the coarse voice. Do you know the. other?'* 

Trembling from head to foot with excitement, I replied: 
"No indeed, I think I do!" 

"An exchange of ideas in the gloom came, and we hur- 
riedly left, for it was growing lighter, and the grey 
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Streaks of early morning were now beginning to climb the 
eastern sky. 

We were no sooner mounted than we started on a 
rapid return, and I resolved to immediately reveal to 
some one the facts we had learned, and especially the 
reasons for believing, what 1 had so long suspicioned, that 
Winslow Deane was innocent, and another was guilty. 

But to whom could I confide such secrets? 1 was not 
long in determining to reveal them to Rev. Wilson, Mr. 
Stratton and Dr. Marloring, all of whom I knew were 
and had been, like myself, believers in Deane's inno- 
cence, but like myself, unable to prove it. I felt I could 
with safety confide all to them, for they were all noble 
men of their word, and a4so members of the Royal Arca- 
num, from which by force of circumstances, Winslow 
Deane had dropped. 

I hurried to call them together, and they as quickly 

responded. I told them all I knew — showed them the 

blue letter — gave them the circumstances— revealed the 

secret meeting at the Black Bridge— and then called in 

the guide, who was waiting near, to affirm what I had 

said. As they listened breathlessly to my recital, at 

times they seemed like men frenzied with rage, and 

again motionless as if paralyzed with surprise. At last 

the trio cried out as if with one breath: 

"Track Windsor, and at any cost bring him here." 
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XI. 

A merry heart doeth good like a medicine, but a 
broken spirit drieth the bones. 

Donald's financial success was now assured, and there 
was but one thing that marred his happiness, or at all 
clouded his entire life, and that was the continued 
absence of the only woman he ever knew to love — Delia 
Deane. The thought of her possible whereabouts preyed 
on his mind constantly. He would have given all he 
possessed if he could find her. He had made every 
possible effort by men and money, but in vain, which 
should not have been surprising, since she had been lost 
sight of by all that ever knew her. The constant thought 
of the one he loved, with a burning anxiety to see htr, 
and his close and constant application to business, began 
to tell on his physical strength, and, all unconscious to 
himself, he was beginning to decline. For some time 
Dr. Marloring had noticed a hectic flush upon his cheek, 
and admiring the young man greatly, he was interested 
enough to say to Mr. Stratton: 

"You ought to send Don away, where he would be 
entirely free from the store and all commercial anxieties. 
He is breaking down, and unless he soon relaxes and 
recuperates his natural vigor, he will soon be more or 
less of a physical wreck." 
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Mr. Stratton had also noticed the apparent collapse of 
his health, but attributed it to some other cause, some- 
thing that was as secret from others as from himself. 
He agreed, however, that a trip abroad was an absolute 
necessity, and together they agreed to see him about it, 
for all this time Don had never complained of ill health, 
or even weariness. 

It required strong arguments to persuade Don to see 
the necessity of such a trip, for all unconscious to him- 
self, he had been wasting away under a longing heart, 
and knew not how much he had failed. At last he con- 
sented, and did so, not so much for his own health, as 
that some way he had a vague idea, that, somewhere, he 
might find the one he loved, dearer than his own life. 

"Perhaps," he said to himself, "she was dead, or if living 
might not be found, and if found, might not have an affec- 
tion for me such as I have for her." 

All these thoughts clouded the mind, and several times 
he about concluded to abandon the proposed trip, but 
when the possibility of finding Delia came to him, he 
would start up and say, "I will go!" and thus he alternated 
for weeks between sorrow and joy, hope and despair, 
the delight of the anticipated meeting, and the dread of 
disappointment. 

At last he started, and for more than a year he traveled 
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from place to place, gradually regaining his strength to 
such a degree that he resolved on a short sea journey 
and then return home. During his absence letters were 
sent regularly to his benefactor and "uncle," as he always 
called him, describing the charming scenery, the sea- 
voyage, the delightful country, and a thousand other im- 
pressive things he saw and enjoyed. In one of his 
letters there was reference made to the cold night when 
Mr. Stratton took him under his care. Mr. Stratton had 
carelessly read this letter to Dr. Marloring, who was vis- 
isting with the family, and as he read it aloud Dr. Mar- 
loring said: 

"I supposed he was your own nephew. This is the 
first time I had any idea that he was not." 

The merchant then rehearsed the life, and incidents in 
it, of Don, and when he concluded, the doctor was sitting 
bolt upright, gazing at him in amazement, and said, deep- 
ly interested: 

"Where did he come from? Did he ever tell you any- 
thing of his former life!" 

"Oh, yes!" he answered, puzzled to know why the Doc- 
tor should be so deeply interested. "He told me of a 
cruel housekeeper, whom his father employed (the only 
one he could secure), and how one night in anger she 
had beaten him during his father's absence, and driven 
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him from home, telling him never to return again. He 
told me that he lived at a mining camp called Grotto 
Heights, near Tunbridge — " 

"What!" said the astonished Doctor; "Grotto Heights, 
near Tunbridge? The very place I began practicing, 
when first I left the medical school I What was his fath- 
er's name?" said the Doctor, now rising to his feet in his 
excitement. 

"His father's name, he tells me was Morg. Bayne." 

''Great heavens! I knew him/ I knew hwi well / I 
was with him when he died, and a nobler laboring man 
I never knew. He it was who first aroused my interest 
in our noble order, the Royal Arcanum," and here the 
Doctor rehearsed the details as told in a previous chap- 
ter—the piece of paper, the dying man's sentences, the 
admonition to his fair-haired little girl, whom he called 
"Baynie." 

"What!" said Mr. Stratton, who was now as much ex- 
cited as the Doctor had been previously, "Baynie, did 
you say? That is what Don called his missing sister! 
Doctor, do you know anything else about the family?" 
and the Doctor quickly and excitedly rehearsed all he 
knew. 

It was an evening of wonderful interest to all, and al 
agreed that it was a wonderful coincidence which brought 
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together these lives, so long apart. Perhaps other lives 
now distant, may be reunited and joy again in each 
other's love. 

That very night Mr. Stratton wrote a long letter to 
Don, giving him all the facts as they developed that 
evening, and assuring him in the conclusion that now 
they were both ready and anxious for his return. The 
reply they received told them that he would start on a 
near date for his return, and with what anxiety he 
awaited the hour when he should see them all again. 
He concluded his letter by saying: 

"But my trip has been to me in vain, for I now confide 
to you the secret of my life. I went not for my health, 
but with the vain hope that, somehow, somewhere I 
might find the one I loved dearer than my own life. Alas! 
alas for me! I give up all hope forever! forever, 
forever!" 

How foolish for any one ever to lose hope when the 
strange unaccountable variations of life are liable to 
turn all things in their favor. So Don was doomed to 
sweet surprise and glad events. 

The steamer set sail on the hour announced, and the 
passengers were a hundred or more of intelligent, pleas- 
ant people, all strangers to each other at first, but ere 
long to be a merry company of acquainted friends. The 
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first few days were stormy, and much of the time spent 
in the berths of the passengers, some of whom were sick 
the entire journey. An old lady and her daughter were 
among the passengers, and they were quiet and retired in 
their manners toward all. A slight courtesy by Donald 
was acknowledged by the elderly lady, who the next day 
met him on deck and entered into conversation on gen- 
eral themes. 

The next day they met again, the conversation was 
still more extended, and each day the acquaintance grew 
more and more agreeable between them. Donald had 
never met the daughter to speak to her, nor had he seen 
her but once, and that in a distant part of the steamer, one 
of the sea-foggy days. The last day of the voyage the 
old lady came to him and said: 

"Our agreeable acquaintanceship must now come to an 
end, for we each go in different directions when we 
land." 

"Where do you and your daughter go?" Donald in- 
quired. 

"I may mention to you what I seldom tell to any one/* 
was the answer. "The young lady with me is not my own 
daughter, but an adopted child, and this is a secret I 
have guarded for years, lest some one should deprive 
me of the great pleasure I have had these later years 



tHE ROYAL SECRET. I23 

in her company. She has been like an angel sent to 
comfort and cheer me in my older years, but now I am 
getting old and as each year passes I feel as though I 
ought to find her friends if living." 

While they were talking they heard a sweet voice 
singing in the sitting-room of the steamer, and in unison 
with the voice the keys of the piano were being touched 
by a skilled hand. "It is no novice playing and singing 
there/' thought Donald, who now had lost a momentary 
interest in the conversation of the old lady. She was 
keen enough to notice that he was listening more to the 
music than to her words, and rather abruptly said: 

"That's Edna playing and singing now." 

"Is it?" said Donald, now deeply interested, for he 
loved music, whether vocal or instrumental, and for a 
moment sat silently leaning and listening to the beauti- 
ful words and chords that floated out upon the sea. 

"What friends has she in whom she is interested, or is 
her history sad as my own?" said he, and the old-time 
shadow clouded his massive brow as he sighed. 

"I do not know why I am led to tell you what I have 
never told another," said the old lady . *'But as we are 
strangers and will never meet again, I may say this much 
to you in confidence. Far, far from here, she came 
to my home, a little stray waif, one summer morning. 
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She did not seem afraid of anything or anybody, except 
that she occasionally looked around nervously, or in her 
sleep cried out: 'Oh, don't, don't, Betty; please, Betty 
don't; " 

"Betty!" said Donald, leaning over and listening now 
with a breathless attention. "Tell me more." 

The old lady hesitated a moment, as if surprised at 
his renewed interest, and then proceeded to say: "She 
had one brother about whom she at first talked continu- 
ally, but whom now she has almost forgotten, and 
would not know if she were to see him, but to find him 
would to me be an unending source of joy.** 

"What was her name ?" Donald asked, now greatly ex- 
cited and rising to his feet. 

It was now the turn of the old lady to be amazed at 
the strange actions of her recent acquaintance. She re- 
gretted that she had confided to him any of these facts, 
and was about to refuse further answers, but Donald now 
saw his mistake, and the lady's consequent confusion and 
apologized, saying: 

"I am an orphan; I had an only sister— little Baynie, 
whom I would gladly give all to see." 

The old lady stood blank a moment, then without say- 
ing a word, plucked the sleeve of Donald and led him 
toward the sitting-room window of the steamer, and to- 
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gather they looked through the window .at the beautiful 
fair- haired girl, sitting and singing there. 

"// is she! It is sheT And the words had hardly escaped 
the lips of Donald before he had rushed wildly around to 
the door,'entered the sitting-room, and to the amazement 
of the onlookers, he had clasped the sweet singer in his 
arms, and as he showered kisses upon her, he cried out: 
**My sister! my sister — Baynie! Baynie! God is good!" 
Like an inspiration, she seemed to understand it all, and 
a hurried, excited conversation and explanation before 
all the passengers present, made the relationship plain, 
and the joy of the passengers seemed little less than the 
joy of brother and sister. The last day of that sea- voyage 
was the beginning of better things for the now reunited 
children of Morg. Bayne; the sunshine was now to fall 
in fullness upon these formerly shadowed lives. 

The sea-voyage was ended and each party was on the 
way home, and each was at leisure. Donald insisted 
that they stop off at Eldone Falls, to which proposition 
they readily consented, for the new-found sister seemed 
now afraid that if they separated they might separate for- 
ever. She could hardly bear to have Donald out of her 
sight. 

The joyous news was immediately forwarded to Mr. 
and Mrs, Stratton that the dead was alive, and the lost 
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was found. The first message was not intelligible, and 
they wondered what it meant. Donald had to send an- 
other, and a third before before he himself was calm 
enough to make himself understood. To say that royal 
preparations were made for their coming by the mer- 
chant of Eldone Falls, does not begin to express the 
dimmest outline of fact, for in this case the joy of all was 
so great that the fact exceeded fancy; the reality was 
richer than the ideal. The glad news was shared by 
Don's many friends at Eldone, and the evening of their 
return and reception was one in which a host of invited 
friends joined to make delightful. 

Two weeks had elapsed since their return and recep- 
tion, and some talkative person who had called on the 
"new-comers" "was giving . Donald's sister and the old 
lady a vivid description of the rapid growth of Eldone 
Falls. As usual, she began at the beginning, and told 
all she knew, omitting not a single item. It was very 
tedious to the vivacious young Edna to sit so long and 
listen to the ever lengthening lingo. Mrs. Talkative 
included in her recital the long-ago purchase of the 
"Bluff" by the Baron; his elegant and costly improve- 
ments, and finally the dreadful crime which ended his 
life. Edna was impressed at this point in the recital, and 
earnestly asked: 
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"Who could have been guilty of so foul a deed ?" 

"He was a wretch," said Mrs. Talkative. "It was a 
man named Winslow Deane!" 

" Winslow Deane ? " said the girl in unfeigned surprise. 

"Yes! He was tried, convicted, and sentenced, and so 
severe was the shock, that he lost his mind; he became 
insane, and has remained so, in a measure, until recently 
I hear his mind is getting cleared, and they talk now of 
removing him from the asylum to the penitentiary." 

The rapid and senseless talker left soon after, but one 
expression had arrested the girl's ear. It was the name 
"Winslow Deane," the man convicted for the killing of 
Baron Ludovie. "Deane! Deane! Winslow Deane!" said 
the girl many times over to herself. 

Hours afterward, when Donald came in, his sister told 
him of the conversation, and begged him to tell her all 
about that deed of death, and the man who could have 
been so demon-like as to commit such a crushing crime. 
At her innocent request Donald turned his face to the 
wall and wept like a child, saying: 

"Sister, don't ask me, for the man who suffers is inno- 
cent; the guilty man went free!" 

She touched his arm tenderly, and said: "Well, Don- 
ald, don't talk about it unless you wish. I was not inter- 
ested, save in the name of the person who suffers for the 
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crime. I love the name Deane, because I so greatly 
loved one of my teachers by the same name. Her name 
was Delia Deane.'* 

"Delia Deane I" excitedly exclaimed Donald, turning 
quickly toward his sister, and looking wildly anxious as 
if unable to wait an answer. "What did she look like ? 
where was she ? what do you know about her history ? Oh ! 
can it be my Delia?" 

All these queries were put in quick succession, as if 
with one breath. His sister stood speechless at his sud- 
denly changed manner, but soon recovered herself 
enough to reply: 

"I never could learn much of her history, for, though 
very kind and confidential with me in other things, she 
would never reveal much of her private affairs. Much 
as I wished to ask, and often as I was about to do so, her 
peculiarly impressive eye warned me not to press my 
enquiries too far, and so I never asked her but one ques- 
tion." Here the sister stopped and gazed at Donald who 
seemed to have grown more and more interested at every 
word, and his wishful look seemed to say : "Go on." She 
proceeded to say: "She was a tall, beautiful, womanly 
lady, whose large, expressive eyes and heavy flow of hair 
would attract a second glance even from a passing stran- 
ger. Her natural beauty had but one .feature that 
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marred its general appearance, and that was her once 
beautiful lips had an expression of unutterable grief. It 
is some years since I saw her, but I would know and love 
her anywhere.'* 

A second time the sister stopped, and Donald said: 
*'Tell me, sister, what was the one question you asked 
her." 

"I asked her if she lived with her father and mother, 
at which she burst into tears, and dropping her head in 
my lap she sobbed till it almost broke my heart. I tried 
to excuse myself for having been so impertinent, and 
having thus caused her pain, but she brushed away the 
tears, and said : 'It was not impertinence, Miss Edna, 
— but— but — it brought up so many sad memories and so 
many sweet faces that go with me wherever I am." Then 
looking at me in a half-beseeching, half-commanding 
way, she said: 'I will tell you this one thing, but please, 
O, please! ask me no more forever!' In a subdued, con- 
fidential voice, she then said: 'My mother is dead, my 
brother was drowned, and — my— father is— is— is insane, 
and he, — he,— whom I loved dearer than life, was for- 
ever separated from me by the same blow that drove my 
father mad!'" 

Donald was now fairly wild with mingled sorrow and 
delight, and so strangely did he act for a moment, that 



130 THE ROYAL SECRET. 

his sister began to wonder if he, too, were not losing his 
mind. "What city was that in, sister/* was his first excla- 
mation. She was not long in giving a reply, nor was he 
much longer in giving her a full explanation of his love 
and search for Delia, and he now declared his purpose of 
going to find her if she were still living. 

He never stopped to consider that in a great city of 
constant change, an orphan like Delia would be prac- 
tically unknown, and in the years that had elapsed since 
she taught Donald's sister she may have moved many 
times, or even died, and these thoughts chilled his heart. 
Love's fires are not easily quenched^ and he hoped 
against hope^ and was rather expecting the impossible to 
occur. He resolved that he would at once again seek 
her, and was not long in making arrangements for Mrs. 
Marstone and his sister while he was absent, searching 
for the friendless orphan, Delia Deane. 

It proved to be a long and at times an almost hopeless 

search, and once he was on the point of returning, for, 

nowhere could he hear of her. No one knew her. At 

last, after weary months of fruitless search, Donald 

> 

broken-spirited and rfesigning all hope, ordered a cab- 
man of the great city to take him to the train by which 
he was to make his sad and lonesome return to Eldone 
Falls. As usual in all cities,"cabby" drove like Jehu, of old. 
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Lickety, lash; he whirled through the crowded streets, now 
sdmost colliding with another carriage, now deflecting to 
the right or left to avoid some street obstruction, now 
whirling around and ahead of some slower and more 
heavily burdened team, and now coming so close to some 
person on the cross-way as to cause the onlookers to cry 
out with alarm. Thus on he dashed, and whirled, and 
rattled, and raced, until Donald began to suspect him of 
imbibing too freely; indeed, he was getting uneasy as to 
his safety, and was about to throw open the carriage door 
and call a halt. Just then the carriage gave a terrible 
lurch forward and to one side, and one of the horses 
stumbled and fell over something on the cross-way. A 
wild scream of a dozen ladies rent the air, and Donald 
felt sure some accident had happened. 

He kicked open the carriage door, and sure enough 
there lay a plainly-dressed, heavily-veiled woman, her 
face cut and bleeding from the stroke of the carriage 
pole, which had struck her as she crossed, and her arm 
was limp at her side, having been crushed and trampled 
by the falling horse. From each of the wounds the blood 
was flowing profusely. A great crowd quickly gathered, 
and almost as quickly dispersed, for the cabman was im- 
mediately arrested for reckless driving, and Donald was 
held by the officers as a witness in case of serious results 
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to the injured woman, who was immediately picked up 
and carried to the nearest house, where physicians were 
summoned to care for the wounded. 

At a late hour in the evening Donald was released, on 
his promise to appear the next day at the trial of the 
drunken cabman. His tender heart was interested in the 
unfortunate one, and he immediately hurried to the 
house where she had been taken, and made enquiries as 
to the probable extent of the injuries. He was told that 
they were quite severe, but that a lady and two physi- 
cians were there, and, while she was still in great pain, 
they thought she would soon rally from the shock and 
might then soon recover. He was allowed for a moment 
to look at her as she lay still unconscious. Her face was 
bruised, cut and swollen, and her left hand frequently 
moved toward her side as if she were suffering great 
pain, and a nervous twitching of her head and arm indi- 
cated a severe shock; yet it was the judg^^ent of the 
physicians that she would soon recover, and they had no 
reason to think there would be any fatal results. 

"Who was she?" he enquired. No one seemed to 
know, and she herself was yet unable to tell. Long 
before morning dawned consciousness had been restored, 
and the dazed look of the injured, convinced the lady 
attendant that she neither knew where she was, nor what 
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had happened. It was not long, however, before she had 
threaded together the circumstances and found out all 
the facjts. 

Later in the morning Donald called a second time, and 
as he passed through the sitting-room his eye caught 
sight of a Royal Arcanum badge hanging on a picture 
nearby. Showing his own Royal Arcanum badge, he 
enquired of the lady if her husband was a member of 
the order. 

Her answer told her deep emotion, as she said: '''He 
was, sir, but is now among the dead, and all I have of 
comfort and home here is the outcome of his membership 
in that order'' 

By this time they had reached the sick chamber, at 
the door of which Donald stood a moment in silence, 
then, as if startled, simultaneously he and the injured 
woman gave a suppressed shriek, and Donald started 
with short, quick steps to her bedside, and said in a sub- 
dued but agitated voice : 

"Delia! Delia! is it you? Is it you?" 

Hardly had the words fallen from his lips, when she 
swooned and fell again into unconsciousness. The phy- 
sician and nurse who were present were evidently greatly 
displeased at the result of his call, and they suddenly 
rallied to her assistance, looking at him with lowering 
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brows. He was confused, mortified, grieved, and yet 
managed to whisper to the Doctor her name, his search, 
and, in brief, told the leading facts quickly. 

Whatever he said evidently made it satisfactory with 
the Doctor, who now smiled and said: "All right, sir, 
only don't come till we send for you again." 

Donald, much against his wishes, did remain absent, 
but not far away. How impatiently he waited the per- 
mission of the Doctor, and what thoughts flashed through 
his mind. News was sent to his sister Edna Fay that 
he had found Delia; of her accident, and of his antici- 
pated joyous and speedy return. Every hour seemed to 
him like a long-drawn year. He could not sleep, he could 
not rest; he could not sit still! The mingled joy of finding 
her, and anxiety for her recovery was almost more than 
he could bear. Like a caged lion, he paced up and down 
the floor of his room, until he was worn out and exhausted 
and threw himself down upon the sofa. He soon fell into 
a dozy, dreamy state, which to him was more awful than 
his waking hours of anxiety. 

In the meantime Delia had aroused from the stupor, 
and looking about, wildly said: "Am I asleep! do I 
dream! O, tell me, was he here! Did I see him? Did I 
hear him? Speak! Oh, speak!" 

The nurse knew nothing of what Donald had told the 
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Doctor, and hence could not understand, and. took it for 

granted that she was delirious, and tried hard to soothe 

* 
and quiet her. 

Poor Donald dreamed that he once more saw Delia, 
but she was standing on a narrow bridge and alone. 
He could see the deep chasm hundreds of feet beneath 
her, and while he looked, some one in black pushed her 
off, and down into the stream beneath. He seemed riv- 
eted to the spot! He saw her sink and rise, sink and rise, 
then sink to rise no more! He could see her long and 
lovely hair float out upon the surface as she sank; her 
desperate struggle for life; her body lying prone at last 
upon the gravelly bed of the crystal stream into which 
she had been ruthlessly pushed. All this was real as 
life in Donald's dream. The startling cry from his own 
lips aroused him from his dreams, and once more awake, 
he thanked heaven that it was only a dream. 

Delia awake was no more happy than Donald asleep, 
for when awake she feared naught only her dreams, as 
every now and then she cried out: " O, Donald, was I 
dreaming! Did I see you! or am I like another, mad?" 

After two days the physician notified Donald that he 
might now with safety see her. Delia had been informed 
and prepared for his coming, and the meeting was such 
a scene as angels love to look on — a meeting of pure 
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and loving spirits. A few words from each; and all 
seemed understood, for Delia with closed eyes and up- 
lifted hand said: "O, God! Thou righteous One! at last, at 
last, Thou hast heard an orphan's prayer !'* 

Donald stood near and wept for joy, and the affecting 
scene was more than the physician and attendant could 
bear, and, weeping, they slipped noiselessly from the 
room. 

A few days more and Delia was fully restored to health. 
The cabman had been liberated, for Donald had gladly 
paid his fine, and had the charge stricken from the 
docket, and Donald had actually given him an extra ten- 
dollar gold piece. It was a surprise to the cabman, who 
accepted it with hesitation, saying to himself: *^//e must 
ha' been glad I runned over her. If Fd 'a killed her 
mebbe he'd a' gived me more, I seed his badge and I 
think he's a porlice or sutnthin' but anyhow I likes the 
feller, and I'll do as he advises. I'll never drink again" 
and he never did. 

Explanations were made by Don, and when Delia said' 
with bated breath, "But have you forgotten that my 
father is a mur — " 

The uplifted hand of Donald bid her be still and re- 
frain from saying more on that subject. "For," said he, . 
"Delia, though it were proven true, I would love you still, . 
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and as I do not now, and never have believed the charge, 
you will certainly accept my love. O; Delia," he cried 
passionately, "your heart was not more grieved than 
mine at the black fate that allowed an innocent man to 
suffer and a guilty man to go free. But God will yet 
restore to him his mind, his liberty, his lov^d ones; fear 
not; and though such a boon might not be his and our's 
immediately, you and I can at least live for and bear 
each other's burdens. 

XIII. 

COMING HOME. 

A short time elapsed and as soon as Delia was re- 
stored sufficiently to entertain the idea of a return, arrange- 
ments were speedily and satisfactorily made and the now 
happy couple were ready to start to Eldone Falls in 
which city wonderful things have happened since Don- 
ald went away. 

"One person I must see and settle with before I go," 
said Donald, "and that one I will see at once." 

He soon found the kindly woman who had so tenderly 
cared for Delia, and whose home had been so generously 
thrown open in this her time of need. To him this house 
was one of the most sacred spots on earth, for here he 
had found his long-lost treasure. He was not only able 
and willing to defray all expenses, but was glad beyond 
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expression, so when the usual courtesies had been ex- 
changed, plans made and the amount of the bill asked, 
she promptly replied: 

"Nothing but the actual expenses." 

"Nothing else!" said Donald, looking up in great sur- 
prise. "Your time, your room, your services; you must 
have pay for these." 

"No, sir, nothing else," was the reply. "You ask me 
why? I will tell you. When you first entered my house 
to inquire about one whom you then supposed was a per- 
fect stranger, I noticed the badge you wore, a badge 
whose monogram, V. M. C, is sacred to me because of 
the benefits I have derived from it. To me it has been the 
'open sesame t the magic key to all the comforts I noiv 
have in this my cottage home. Let me tell you,** she 
continued; "my husband was an engineer on a great 
railway system for nine years, and never was a more 
careful or skilled one than he, but one night about six 
months ago there was a terrible rain-storm and his train 
was thundering over the track, going through a deep 
chasm, called Black Bridge cafion, a huge mass of rock 
loosened and rolled on the rails below, against which his 
engine dashed in the darkness, and went tumbling down 
the embankment a wreck. For more than ten hours he 
and one other was pinned beneath the awful debris. He 
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lingered, after release, two days and nights, and when the 
physicians told him he must die, he called me to his side 
and said: *Wife, I am a member of the Royal Arcanum, 
and have been for more than a year. I did not tell you be- 
cause — * but here he gasped and was gone. I had always 
been opposed to secret societies, and many a time I had 
upbraided him for his interest in those things, his late 
hours, and often charged him unjustly. I see it all now, 
but alas! now it is too late to rectify;" and she burst into 
tears. She continued: "Twenty days after his death I 
had placed in my hands $3,000, and with its help I live 
to-day in this beautiful home, surrounded by all these 
comforts. This home will always be open to the worthy 
and distressed members of the Royal Arcanum. / con- 
sider it the one privilege of my life to show mercy to any 
one who represents that magnificent order whose founda- 
tion-stones are Virtue, Mercy, Charity.'' 

Donald arose and said to the genial hostess: "I thank 
you, Mrs. Reeseland, not more for the favor conferred, 
than for the truthful words you have spoken concerning 
our order. You will hear from us and see us again. 
Farewell." 

XIV. 

A PALLET OF STRAW. 

As we have already noted, Eldone Falls was all astir 



I40 THE ROYAL SECRET. 

during the last absence of Donald, and excitement ran 
never so high before. Several things combined to run 
the excitement to so high a pitch. The terrible wreck 
had occurred at Black Bridge canon soon after his leav- 
ing, and the two men who were caught and crushed in. 
the dreadful crash were to indirectly play a prominent 
part in reuniting the long-lost ones, and in revealing the 
innocence of the convicted, and the crime of the guilty. 

The part of Bill Reeseland, the engineer, was to reveal 
the results of this royal secret to his wife, and she in time 
by the help of this secret order, was to do the kindly work 
we have seen she so willingly performed,and which caused 
her home to be the meeting-place of souls long separated. 
We leave this as now known. Let us inquire who was 
the other man in the wreck? Let us see. Some three 
months after the railway accident, one noon hour a tele- 
gram came to Rev. Boyd Wilson from the little village 
some distance away but nearer to the scene of the wreck. 
The message read : " Come at once. Important. A 
dying man requests it." 

A brief and hurried preparation, and the clergyman 
was on the train flying toward the dying man. He had 
no idea who it was, for only the name of the station agent 
was attached to the message. It was dark when he 
reached the little dilapidated town where he found a boy 
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in waiting to direct him, he knew not where nor to whom. 
He followed the lad through streets and alleys and wind- 
ing lanes, and as they trudged along through the dark- 
ness he tried to learn something of the caSe from the 
toy, but he was perfectly ignorant, or at least feigned 
ignorance except of the one fact, namely — that he had 
been well paid to direct him to the dying man's bedside. 

They came at last plump up to a little old dilapidated 
building. It gave evidence of long disuse, for some 
ot the windows were broken and a bunch of rags and 
straw half-protruding filled the gap. The building 
had settled to one side, leaving its doors a misfit and 
broken, and a huge pole that had once been used as the 
well-sweep was now propped against the side of the lean- 
ing structure All this the minister learned afterward, 
iind it was well, for if he had seen it before he might have 
refused to go in, for it gave every evidence of tumbling 
at any time. 

In the darkness he entered, directed by the now re- 
treating boy, who had said, "Go to the room where 
the light is." He advanced, guided by a flickering, 
sickly tallow-dip, that only half-burned, because it 
needed snuffing. In the dimness of light it afforded, he 
looked into that inner room, not much larger than a 
closet. In great patches the plaster had fallen from the 
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walls; pieces of tin cans were nailed over rat holes; the 
little plaster that was left was dingy, even black, with the 
smoke and dirt of years. Altogether it presented an ab- 
ject and poverty-stricken appearance, and there, in all 
this squallor, on a pallet of straw , with nothing but rag 
coverings, lay the dying man, alone! 

He was a large -boned man, shrunken almost to a skele- 
ton; he was pale even to an ashy whiteness; his hands 
were white, as if unused to work, but bony now and 
emaciated; his beard was long, white and tangled, and 
he himself looked at first sight, as one glanced at him by 
the pale candle-light, like a man not only dying but 
who had already suffered a dozen deaths. The evidence 
of anxiety even to agony, that were traced all over his 
face, clearly declared that he had suffered more from re- 
morse and the writhings of a guilty conscience than from 
the wounds that were some bandaged, some bare. 

The ghastly, beseeching look, and the thin out- 
stretched hand was all the welcome the clergyman re- 
ceived, but he needed no other, for his tender, kindly 
heart immediately took in the situation, and kneeling 
beside the dying man, he grasped his pale hand be- 
tween his own, and in a subdued and surprised voice 
asked: "Who are you? Why did you send so far for 
me?" 
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The man withdrew his hand, and coughed violently 
before he could answer, and when about to do so 
he looked nervously toward the door, and there saw 
the boy standing as if for some other word. To him he 
said: 

"Go and call THEM at once! Quick." 

The boy seemed to understand, and immediately hur- 
ried away, soon returning, bringing with him three men 
— a physician, a justice, and a merchant, each of the 
little village, and as they entered he said to the boy: 

"You may go now. I will need you no more." 

For a second the minister stood in silence, wondering 
what this all might mean, but the silence was quickly 
broken by the husky, trembling voice of the dying man, 
who said: 

"/ am dying, and I deserve to die, yet I am unfit for 
that which 1 deserve. I am hurrying to an awful judg- 
ment^ from which there can be no afiPeai. Reverend 
sir, I— have — sent—for— you — that— I— may— may— make 
— a — confession —before these witnesses*' Here he stopped, 
for his voice was weakening, and it was evident he 
could not last long. 

All were now wrought to a high pitch of excitement, 
for they feared he might die with his secret untold. 
What could it be? They were all restless. Their fears 
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were soon relieved by the dying man, who thrust his 
hand in his bosom and drew out a piece of paper, on 
which was some writing. He handed it to the minister 
and said : 

"Parson — read — it — aloud." 

Somewhat confused he read the bold headlines as 
follows: 

"A STARTLING CONFESSION." 

For reasons I have not now time nor strength to 
state, I hated with bitter hatred two men, each infinitely 
and always better than myself. One of them, after being 
hounded and hindered for years, was killed by my hired 
assassin in a coal mine; the other I killed myself. One 
was Morg. Bayne of Grotto Heights, and the other was his 
brother-in-law—his wife's brother — Baron Ludovie of El- 
done Falls. The one thing that has driven me to this 
confession is not the murders I committed, for I hated 
them both and hate them still, but the ever-gnawing 
recollection, night and day, that I planned to Put the 
penalty of the last deed on the shoulders of an innocent 
and an honest man — a man w hose formerly spotless char- 
acter I foolishly hoped might shield him from convic- 
tion, and yet allow me to go unsuspicioned and free. 
Alas! I planned too well and was compelled to go farther 
than I intended. His knife and hat I stole and used. 
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His old shoes I found where he had thrown them, and 
I wore them to mark the flower beds toward his home 
The testimony, given by my hired witness in the trial, 
was stronger than either he or I intended. I had it re- 
ported far and wide that the misunderstanding between 
a neighbor and the Baron was serious when it was not. 
Alas ! that I found so many ready tongues to carry thg 
lie that I so glibly started. The innocent was convicted ; 
the guilty went free. Winslow Deane is the former; I, 
the undersigned, am the latter. As a dying man I con- 
fess to these crimes. _ Hale Windsor. 

By this time the man alias "Blackbeard," a prophet of 
evil, struggled, breathed hard, and was dead, and the 
minister read the following postscript: 

P. S. — Papers of value will be found where I hid them, 
years ago. Directions to find them — At Grotto Heights 
is the old cabin of Morg. Bayne; under the northeast cor- 
ner dig six feet deep. There is an inverted hollow rock 
lying upon another hollow rock, all covered by three 
pointed boulders. Another paper that will give further in- 
formation, seek and save them at once, as another now 
knows the secret, having extorted it from me at Black 
Bridge for false testimony offered in the trial of Winslow 
Deane. Hale Windsor. 

The trio of witnesses and the minister all stood look- 
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ing at each other, then placing the paper on their knees, 
signed, under oath before the justice, that they heard 
,this dying confession. 

At this same time another remarkable development 
was taking place at Eldone Falls. Winslow Deane, 
under careful treatment, and assisted by Dr. Marloring 
and other skillful physicians, who had become deeply 
interested in his tragical experience, had gradually re- 
gained his reason, and was now so far restored that legal 
arrangements were being made by the authorities to 
transfer him from the asylum to the penitentiary, to all 
of which the startling confession of the iniquitous 
"BlackbeardV put a sudden and unexpected stop. 

The glad news of his innocence and release was 
broken carefully but quickly to him, and also other 
things of interest, as he could bear them. His friends 
feared that these things might unsettle his mind again, 
but in it all he was calm and unmoved, only smiling his 
satisfaction with what he termed "the returns of a kind 
Providence to the injured and innocent." 

These facts were soon noised abroad, and the surround- 
ing country ^ as well as Eldone Falls, was in a high state 
of new excitement, such as perhaps it had never known 
before. The confession; the release; the restoration of 
reason; finding the lost; all were wonderful, and all these 
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were transpiring during Donald's second absence, and 
just previous to his return with his long-lost Delia 
Deane, a messenger was sent to meet them and break 
gently the overwhelming, joyful news to Don and Delia, 
the latter with some reluctance having consented to re- 
turn to Eldone Falls, where the saddest hours of her 
life had been spent. 

The messenger arrived, and the glad information he 
imparted soon lifted the burden of unjust shame from 
her heart, and her feet that hitherto had moved so heavi- 
ly and slowly toward Eldone Falls, now fairly danced 
with delight and flew forward swift and light as the feet 
of a fawn on the top of its native mountain. The old 
flush of beauty returned to Delia's cheek; the brilliance 
to her eye, the gladness to her life, and in every way 
she seemed as in the joyous days of their unbroken home. 
In every way, did I say? — every way but one, and that 
was the look of [sadness that seemed to mantle her lips; 
—that look to which Don's sister had referred. // 
never left kerothefmme kawd some face ; it was an inde- 
scribable look of silent, unspeakable grief, which she bore 
with her even to the grave. For the false and fatal 
charge had been made and though now proven untrue, 
still the sting and pain were there; they could not be re- 
moved. Ah, slander, foulest whelp of sin, well hath it 
been said — 
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"A whispered word from a human's lips 
Like a slimy snake through a fair field slips; 
A shrug or a glance, like a poisoned dart 
Aimed from behind at a creature's heart. 

"The snake glides stealthily on its way, 
And a laughing child is killed at play; 
The shrug and the glance have gained apace 
And the light goes out of a fair young face. 

*'*Dead in her track falls the bounding hind. 
Slain by an arrow shot from behind; 
The whispered word gains force, and lo! 
A name is black that was white as snow! 

"Pull out the dart — does the hind awake? 
Does it bring back life, though you kill the snake ? 
Prove the tale false, yet the heart is wrung — 
Oh, the curse of God on a slanderous tongue!" 

XV. 

RETURN AND RECEPTION. 

The messenger was a wise one, and just such an one as 
should have been selected for this particular occasion; 
for he broke the news so carefully that those who listened, 
as for life, hardly knew when the facts in their fullness 
dawned upon them, and no sooner had he delivered his 
message, than he gave an excuse for absenting himself, 
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and sought without their knowledge a shorter way home, 
leaving them to get home as soon as they might. 

Donald, who had gone away the saddest of men, came 
back the gladdest of mortals. Who would not? And 
Delia! who could have reached a higher, purer plane of 
delight than she? So happy were they that neither one 
of them could refrain from telling even the strangers 
about them some of the facts that made their hearts leap 
for joy, and thus the journey, that to Donald had been 
so long in going, was now marvelously shortened by 
this latest information, and the consequent exuberance 
of joy in each other's society. 

Oh; what wonders had transpired during the last few 
hours of their reunited lives. Many hearts at Eldone 
Falls were as anxiously waiting their return as they 
themselves were anxious to reach their destination, which 
was now not far away, and soon reached by the happy 
pair. 

Mr. Sratton's home never put on a brighter attire than 
at this particular time. It looked to the passing stranger 
like some famous banquet hall, for from base to turret it 
was one blaze of brilliant light, that threw a halo of 
beauty on everything without. Within! Ah, there was 
light, indeed, and a hundred happy hearts beat high as 
they waited, waited, waited for Don and Delia Deane. 
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At last they came, and as they entered the spacious 
house, the rallying friends, the showered kisses, the 
hearty welcome — all combined to unnerve the frail 
but beautiful Delia; but she, so woman-like, so almost 
divine, struggled against her emotions, and bravely 
bore the excitement of the hour. True woman! she 
could crush her own feelings that the joys of others 
might not be disturbed. Like many of her noble sex ^ there 
was in her heart a reserve force, which, like a hidden and 
smouldering fire, bursts out in the hour of severest strain. 
Noble woman! there seemed no emergency to which she 
was not equal. If Donald was the hero of that hour, Delia 
was certainly the queen of the concourse. 

The evening sped away, the friends departed one by 
one, and in the silence that ensued, her strength yielded, 
and sitting there alone she wept. It was Donald's sister 
who quietly slipped her arms around the weeping Delia's 
neck, and pressing a warm, loving kiss upon the lips of 
her old teacher, said: 

"We may weep, dear Delia, but our tears must be tears 
of joy, for have you not found your father and I my 
brother? Surely we have cause for joy! Let us brush 
away our tears, and be glad." 

The sunny words and ways of Edna beguiled her rapid 
thought, and they entered into an animated conversation 
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about the other days, the strange Providence that 
brought them to each other, and the mysterious love- 
power that had linked their lives even when they first 
met as strangers in a far-off city. 

XVI. 

ADJUSTING AND RESTORING THE ESTATE. 

The confession of the dead Blackbeard led to an inves- 
tigation of title to the Crown Hill Estate, which had long 
since fallen into disuse and decay. Far away. Grotto 
Heights was visited also to find the hidden papers that 
might explain. Every direction was carefully followed, 
and there, just as described in the Confession addenda, 
were papers, monies, and a seal, on whose centre was the 
mysterious monogram^ V, M, C, marking exactly as 
Morg, Bayne had marked on that little scrap of paper^ 
long years before. The gold! — an even $3,000— how 
came that here? A paper near by explained it, and 
showed that this gold had been paid by the Royal Arca- 
num to some one on Morg. Bayne's death, and that some 
one had forged the signature of some one else, when they 
receipted it in a false name. That forger was Black- 
beard, or Hale Windsor, as we now know him. 

Other papers revealed the hidden cause of Hale Wind- 
sor's hatred to Morg. Bayne, and still others clearly 
determined that Donald and his sister were the only liv- 
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ing and legal heirs to the entire estate of Baron Ludovie, 
who was an only brother of Morg. Bayne's wife, and who, 
unmarried and rich, had left all to his sister's children, 
"if they be living when I die." 

A brief time elapsed tiir Donald and his sister were 
notified of their part in the estate, and they arranged im- 
mediately to repair the haunted but spacious mansion 
on Crown Hill, and restore the magnificent gardens and 
lawns to their original beauty. During the repairs of the 
mansion, arrangements were made for the ceremony that 
would link the lives of the long-separated Don and Delia, 
and the recently acquainted Edna Marstoneand Edward 
Marloring. At last the day arrived. 

The night had been dark, and pain weighed heavily, 
but God had held these hearts above despair. Nature 
never gave birth to a day more delightful than the mar- 
riage mom of these happy hearts. The birds seemed to 
wake earlier than usual, and chant their morning matin 
with a melody almost divine ; the sun leaped up to kiss 
the morning flowers, and make them blush into things 
of beauty, specially for that day. Indeed, all nature 
took on the tonp of triumph. 

XVII. 

SUNSHINE AT LAST. 

Crown Hill was again the scene of a splendid receptioa 
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and feast. This time, however, not by one wealthy old 
bachelor and his hired servants, but by these several 
young and happy lives, which were that evening to be 
united in the golden bonds of an eternal Peace ^ 

Who were there ? Amid the splendid and luxurious 
equipment, that far exceeded its first and original cost, 
were some old, but happy, faces — Mrs. Marstone, Wins- 
low Deane, Dr. Marloring, Mrs. Reeseland, Winfred 
Inglebarnes, and one, a minister, whose clerical robes 
and dignified bearing made him easily distinguised from 
the rest. It was Rev. Boyd Wilson, who seemed one of 
the company and entirely at home. Upon his coat lapel 
he wore a bright, new and prominent badge, which bore 
the magical monagram, V. M. C. iioj. After a few 
moments of whispered and joyous conversation, he arose 
and left the room, but soon returned, followed by two 
brides and grooms, whose steps were in perfect accord 
with the music that dropped from the fingers of the fair 
pianist. Donald led Delia Deane to the altar of flowers 
and was immediately followed by Edward Marloring, Jr., 
who led Edna Marstone Bayne to the same sacred spot, 
for each had plighted their love to the other, and there 
beneath an arch of rarest green, intertwined with fault- 
less flowers, stood these four, answering the queries of 
him who had ever and always been their devoted friend 
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and helper. The arch itself was so arranged, as to show 
distinctly the mystic monogram, V. M, C, //oj, which 
was also seen on the coat lapel of each groom. Indeed, 
every part of the Proceedings seemed to point to the 
order of which this monogram was a -base. Why? This 
order directly and indirectly had made possible the 
results as they now appeared, putting sunshine into shad- 
owed lives, and it was not inappropriate that he who 
uttered the golden words of the marriage vows should 
^ay in his concluding words: 

"May Virtue, Mercy and Charity characterize your 
lives henceforth and forever even as these rings circle 
your fingers, and as the social providential, and financial 
benefits of our beloved Royal Arcanum have always hov- 
ered over and circled about you, and forced beams of light 
along the pathway of the clouded past and the shining 
future." 



